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Morn and eve he knelt before me! 
Did with lip and eye adore me; 
Knelt and prayed until he won me— 
Won me but to mock and scorn me! 
Pride! for thee I am forsaken, 
My love become his jeer and jest, 
Justice has my guilt o’ertaken— 
The grave alone can give me rest! 
[Altered from * THE DESERTED BRIDE.”] 


I. 
Tue stupendous castle of Eirenbreitstein frowning 
in warlike strength above the Rhine, casting its vast 
shadow far over the opposite city of Coblentz, and 
almost mingling its banners with the clouds, has for 
centuries drawn forth the admiration and wonder of 
travellers. Its high and commanding position on the 
summit of a mountainous rock, from the perpendicu- 
lar sides of which its walls rise skyward, crowned 
with turrets and towers of huge proportions; its ex- 
tensive range of beitlements that seem to enclose a 
city within their wide circumference; its impregna- 
ble air, and singularly majestic and stern feudal as- 
pect, all convey to the mind the idea of massive 
strength co-enduring with the everlasting hill upon 
which its foundations are laid. Its origin is lost in 
the obscurity of the Gothic ages; but so far back as 
the close of the seventh century it was a feudal hold 
of great strength, and conspicuous in the baronial 
wars of the age; throughout the savage Germanic 
contests of a later period, and for a long time after 
the crusades, the surges of war roared around its 
base, but ever broke harmlessly against its impregna- 
ble sides; and to this day its possession, by hostile 
princes in the wars of that region, is deemed of the 
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first importance, and is striven for in seas of blood 
and carnage. It is now, and has been for a long 
period, a national fortress; but in the twelfth century 
it was in the family of the Duke of Cleaves, whose 
ancestor, so says one of the numerous fabulous le- 
gends relating to it, Hugh of Cleaves, a famous 
Gothic knight of great piety and prowess, aided by 
St. Peter, constructed it in one night to circumvent 
the devil in some scheme against the good knight, 
which is not recorded in the legend. Be this as it 
may—there exists a tradition connected with this 
castle, as it stood in the fourteenth century, the sub- 
ject of which is one of this good knight’s female de- 
scendants, and the last of his line, who dwelt therein, 
and the substance of which will be found in the fol- 
lowing story. 


I. 


In his extraordinary progress through Europe, call- 
ing on the nations to rise up and rescue the Holy 
Land from the unbeliever, and commanding every 
good knight to arm himself for the protection of the 
Holy Sepulchre, Peter the Hermit passed beneath 
the walls of Ehrenbreitstein, and Count Maurice of 
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Cleaves answered his challenge with a thousand 
mailed men at his back. With these warriors the 
old iron-knight fell into the vast human current that, 
ere it reached the confines of eastern Germany, 
swelled into a sea of casques, and spears, and gon- 
falons, and plumes, which threatened in its majestic 
advance to overwhelm the whole land of the Saracen. 
Beneath the walls of Jerusalem the brave knight left 
his bones, and those of his family and retainers, and 
in his own land there remained behind none to in- 
herit his lands and castle of Ehrenbreitstein, save an 
only daughter who had just attained her twenty-third 
year, Clare of Cleaves, as she was called, had made 
her first appearance in public on the occasion of a 
tournament held at the castle of a neighbouring 
prince, in honour of the sanction of the “ Golden 
Bull,” as a maid of honour in attendance upon the 
* Queen of the Tournament.” She was just then 
entering her seventeenth year, and her beauty was so 
extraordinary as to call forth the admiration of the 
Emperor, who honoured the lists with his presence, 
and elicit the marked homage of scores of youth- 
ful knights, and eke some gentle-born esquires in 
nonage, who yet aspired to knighthood. From that 
day the fame of her beauty spread abroad, and soon, 
at every tournament in Europe, was heard the name 
of “Clare of Cleaves, the Rose of Ehrenbreitstein ;” 
and many was the knight who kept his eye on this 
opening bud, and inwardly resolved to pluck and 
wear it on his breast when time should have un- 
folded all its beauties; when the blooming girl 
should ripen into the glorious woman! 

Among, and the most distinguished of these, was 
a young noble called the Count Ernest of Augsburg. 
He had first beheld Clare of Cleaves at the tourna- 
ment; and shortly afterwards departed to the Holy 
Land to lend his sword in delivering the tomb of 
Christ from the Saracen. After seven years absence, 
during which he had won knightly rank and distinc. 
tion, the death of old Count Maurice induced him to 
return to his native land, and sue, as became a brave 
knight and true lover, for the hand of his danghter, 
whose image he had faithfully treasured up in his 
heart since the day he beheld her gracing the gallery 
of the lists, distinguished among a thousand lovely 
women like a star in the galaxy. On his arrival at 
his own castle, therefore, he delayed no longer than 
sufficed to lay aside his battleworn armour in ex- 
change for a burnished suit of fine steel mail, in 
which flowers of gold were cunningly worked by the 
armourer, and which was otherwise ornamented with 
devices emblematical of his character as a wooer. 
He then set forth, attended by a stately retinue, to- 
wards the castle of Ehrenbreitstein, his heart beating 
with anticipation, and fluttering between the fears 
and hopes which did then, as now, torture the bo- 
soms of all who go a-wooing. 


ml. 
Seven years had effected a great change in the 
person of Clare of Cleaves; and the hoyden maid of 
honour of sixteen, at twenty-three was a magnificent 
woman, Count Maurice had been dead a year, and, 
save twice to ride with the hawk and thrice to hear 
mass in the cathedral of Cobientz, she had not quitted 
her castle, where attended by her maids and pages, 
she lived in the greatest seclusion. Until her father’s 
death she had remained in a convent, as was the 
custom in that day, and was little heard of in the 


world; though the memory of ber girlish beauty was 
living in a thousand chivalrous bosoms, ‘That she 
was high-born, that she was heiress of a wide do- 
main, that she was wonderfully beautiful was well 
understood; but of her mind, of her heart, and of 
her disposition, nothing certainly was known, be- 
cause none knew her; though rumour strangely 
whispered that she was devilish as she was beautiful ; 
and that her heart fed on cruelty as the vulture on 
blood. 

One golden morning in autumn, and for the third 
time in that season, the lady of Ehrenbreitstein, 
tempted by the brilliancy of the day, took the field 
with her principal falconer, and some of the more 
immediate attendants upon her person. In the pro- 
gress of the sport she had ridden to the summit of a 
hill a league south of the castle, the better to com- 
mand the flight of her favourite falcon, which re- 
joicing in its freedom, soared at large above the open 
country, unmindful of the quarry in the plain, and 
heedless of her recall, At one moment he would 
sail away upon the wind with motionless pinions 
like an arrow shot from the bow; at another dart 
upward to a great height, and sweeping swiftly down 
towards the earth sportively brush his mistress’ plumes 
with the tip of his long, slender wing, and soar 
again; now he would balance himself in mid-air 
above her head, and, at the sight of the silken jesses 
to which she tempted his return, he would shoot off 
horizontally as if he would no more fold wing until 
he had regained his native mountains, which were 
reposing, like blue clouds, in the far south west. 

“Lo, Egli! Lo, la! lo lah! will you not obey 
me?” she cried, reining in her palfrey upon the hill- 
top, and watching, with an impatient eye, his playful 
circles. “ Nay, then I’ will bring thee down, sir 
truant! If thou wilt fly thy jess, thou shalt ne’er 
perch on the wrist of another mistress !” 

The speaker was in the full pride of virgin woman- 
hood. Fame had not outrun truth in reporting her 
matchless beauty. The equestrian attitude in which 
she arrested herself on the summit of the hill, was 
strikingly fitted to display her superb figure, and the 
spirited character of her features. Her height was 
very little above the ordinary standard of her sex, 
but an air of pride and command, (the repulsive char- 
acteristics of which were lost in a nameless grace 
she blended with them) supremely suited to her 
figure, made her appear taller than she was, She 
wore a hawking jacket of black velvet, thickly 
studded with stones of jet, that closely fitted a waist 
and bust that, with the queenly neck and carriage of 
the superb head, Juno would have lost her throne to 
have defaced—so rounded, and faultless, was every 
undulating outline—so feminine, and yet so majestic, 
the graceful turn of the expansive shoulders—so full 
of harmony the magnificent whole! A single jet 
clasped the collar beneath her snowy throat, and 
stones of smaller size fastened the cuffs to the well- 
turned wrists, on one of which was secured the jess 
from which she had loosed her falcon. Her face 
was as nearly oval as was consistent with the con- 
tour of beauty, and her complexion was just enough 
shaded with the warm tint of Italy, to make it a 
matter of doubt whether she were brunette or blonde, 
did not the dark colour cf her eyes decide it. Her 
features were moulded after a strikingly beautiful 
cast, and wore a lofty and decided character, that 
did not in the least take from her loveliness, but 
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rather harmonized with the high-toned air of her 
charms. The whole style of her face and head was 
of the most perfect model, and of singular finish. It 
was bewildering to gaze upon it! It seemed not 
earthly—yet it was not heavenly! Her large, glo- 
rious eyes! hew deeply black they were! how like 
the sun their lustre—how full of command—how 
rich their hue—how brilliant and expressive—oh 
how beautiful they were—how very beautiful! yet 
there was something in them to dread! It did not 
speak in the look, but was covert there, beneath, and 
far within, the soft silky netting that fringed them! 
Save a stray tress that floated in the wind, her raven 
black hair was bound beneath a hat of sable velvet, 
from which depended a crimson plume tipped with 
the same mourning ¢vlour, which with strange taste 
she chose thus to unite with scarlet in her costume ; 
for, she also wore loose Persian trowsers of crimson 
silk, relieved by a broad ‘stripe of black, and on her 
feet were red velvet half-boots sparkling with jets. 
The contrasts, singular as they appeared, were 
strikingly becoming to her. She rode, as was the 
custom at that period among German ladies, as it is 
at the present day among those of Austria, with a 
foot in each stirrup. And such feet! They were, 
very evidently, too lovely to be hidden in an exercise 
in which a beautiful woman best displays the graces 
of her sex, and the elegance and actic . of her figure. 
She rode a snowy Arabian sent to her by her father 
from Joppa, and in his government exhibited the 
most perfect horsemanship. As she followed the 
truant bird with her eyes, after reining-up on the hill, 
there was an imperative action of her head and per- 
son that was alone wanting to complete the goddess- 
like expression of her more than mortal beauty. Her 
voice, though raised in angry command, was as rich 
as the clearer tones of an organ, or the notes of a 
silver bugle. The errant flight of her favourite at 
length angered her, and she gave utterance to the 
threat, “If thou wilt fly thy jess, sir truant, thou shalt 
ne’er perch on wrist again !” 

As she spoke she made a signal to one of her 
pages, who carried a long, graceful bow in his hand, 
and at his back a well-filled quiver, rich and elegant 
enough to grace a lady’s shoulder. 

“My bow, Albert! and—stay! reach me the 
quiver !” 

“ Nay, lady Clare,” interposed the youth, who saw 
by the settled determination of her look, her fell in- 
tention—* nay, you will not slay brave Egli!” 

“ Peace, boy! the vile bird shall die!” she said, 
drawing a shaft from the quiver, and fitting it to her 
bow. “Soh, Teekla, soh! will you be quiet, Teek- 
la!” she cried, as her beautiful Arabian bounded and 
pranced with her, and the long bow was brandished 
before his head. “ Soh, beast, or I will have a knife 
in thy heart!” 

The hawk now returned from one of his long 
flights, and was rapidly approaching her, when she 
raised the bow and covered his white breast with her 
steady aim. 

« Nay, lady Clare! he returns,” cried the falconer. 
“TI will punish him for this, if you will harm him 
not!” 

At these words the lady depressed the point of her 
shaft, as she saw that the falcon was descending to- 
wards his usual perch on her wrist, when alarmed by 
seeing the bow, the sagacious bird turned his wing, 
and rose rapidly into the sky. 


“ Now by the head of the good St. Peter of 
Cleaves, the bird hath taken his last swoop!” she 
cried, rising and bending forward in her stirrups, and 
bringing the feather of the shaft to her eye. The 
next instant it cleft the air with unerring flight, and 
was within its length of the side of the bird, when it 
was struck by a shaft shot from an opposite direc- 
tion, and shattered to fragments in the air. At the 
same time a young man in a green hunting-frock 
rode forth from the concealment of a neighbouring 
thicket of oaks, and betrayed the source from which 
this surprising shot had come. 

“Thou art full bold, sir forester!” she cried, in 
admiration at his skill, and not grieved at the escape 
of her favourite. 

“Grace for my boldness, fairest of women!” he 
interrupted, gracefully approaching, and deprecating 
with a look of mingled humility and gallantry, her 
rising displeasure, “ it is a brave bird, and for a lit- 
tle sport in its native element when it is so elastic 
and clear, he deserved not death. Thou wilt for- 
give the truant, lady !” 

The forester was very handsome, and his voice 
had something in its tones that was singularly 
pleasing, and there was in his clear blue eyes an 
homage to her charms that was flattering to her as 
awoman. It was, therefore, with a smile that she 
said : 

“On condition you call him back to his perch, sir 
forester; which you can do if your skill in falconry 
be equal to that in archery! Faith, it was a true 
eye and a steady hand that sent that shaft!” 

« Ne’er, in all falconrie, hath shot like that been 
made,” said the falconer, his eye glittering with 
pride at a hit so creditable to his craft, “ Thy 
fathers for many a long year before thee have been 
yeomen of forestry, to perfect this so well in thee, 
fair sir!” 

The young man smiled, and cast his eyes upward 
to seek the falcon, which had continued ascending 
until it appeared a black speck in the blue ether. 
Placing to his lips a small bugle, he blew a long and 
peculiar strain, which the bird no sooner heard than 
he was seen to descend towards the earth in concen- 
tric circles, whirling with greater or less velocity as 
the music of the bugle was lively or slow, and this 
ceased not its prolonged wild note until the bird had 
come within a few feet of their heads, 

« Lo, loh, Egli! I will forgive thee if thou wilt 
return to perch!” said his mistress, as she saw him 
so near her, The bird, however, eyed her suspi- 
ciously with his keen, restless glance, and balanced 
himself on his outspread wings. 

« Be not displeased,” said the young forester; “he 
will soon be on his perch,” 

Then taking up the same note he had wound on 
his bugle, he whistled a low musical recall, which 
brought the bird to his wrist, from which he trans- 
ferred it to that of its mistress, , 

«“ Thanks, good forester,” she said, without fond- 
ling the recovered bird; “thou hast shown thyself 
master of thy calling. I would retain thee in my 
forest. I have had sport enough to-day; ride by my 
rein, and I will discourse with thee touching thy 
service with me. Whom serve you ?” she asked, as 
they turned their horses towards the castle of Ehren- 
breitstein. 

“The young Cou * Ernest of Augsburg,” said the 
handsome forester, who showed as much skill in 
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horsemanship as he had in the use of the bow and in 
falconrie. As he spoke he turned and looked upon 
her surpassing beauty, and seemed to be filled with 
wonder at it as he gazed. 

“ Ernest of Augsburg! I thought he was yet in 
the Holy land. It was he,-if I mistake not, in whose 
arms my brave father died !”’ 

* It was, lady. I am glad you remember this of 
him, for it will greatly favour his suit which he » 
about pressing in the court of love.” 

“ Ah! hath he thought to wed?” she asked, ab- 
ruptly. 

“It is as his messenger that I am on my way to 
Ehrenbreitstein, lady !” he said, modestly. 

“Sayst thou! we are like to have a suitor, then, 
and yonder rock-founded castle a lord, if its lady be 
willing,” she said, with an expression between 
haughty surprise and feminine gratification. “ Well, 
sir forester, know that your mission is at end. I am 
Clare of Cleaves!” : 

“To my heart—nay,” he said, instantly correcting 
himself—* so your matchless beauty, lady, which 
fame hath trumpeted throughout Christendom, taught 
me, when I saw thee, like Diana, bending thy bow 
upon thy false faleon—thyself a goddess fairer than 
she! Ah, lady,” he added, sighing, but his words 
reached not her ear, “there went then an arrow 
from thy bow, which too surely reached its mark!” 

“ Where now sojourns this lord of Augsburg, who 
thinks himself knightly enough to protect a bride 
that he must leave the defence of the cross to come 
a-wooing? Methinks he hath a good share of 
knightly vanity !” 

“He is now, with his retinue, encamped not a 
league hence !” 

* And hath sent you forward.” 

“ To ask audience of you on the morrow, or such 
day as may fall in with your pleasure, in furtherance 
of the object on which he has come.” 

« As he has done me courtesy to journey thus far, 
I must needs yield to his demand. But stay, is this 
Count Ernest well or ill favoured?” 

“ Men do call him a good knight, but I have 
never heard ladies speak of him their opinion,” an- 
swered the other with some hesitation. 

“ What think you of him, yourself, sir? surely 
you have an opinion to give!” 

“ He is something favoured like myself, I am told, 
and in stature we are equal.” 

She surveyed the speaker an instant, and then 
said, with a smile of approval : 

* What colour hath his eyes ?” 

“ Blue, lady.” 

* And his hair?” 

* Auburn, lady, and worn long to the shoulder.” 

“ Hath he a fair skin?” 

«“ Nature gave him one, doubtless; but life in 
camp, and the ardent suns of Palestine, hath em- 
browned it something.” 

«“ This should not be a fault in a woman’s eye. 
How carrieth he himself.” 

« As becometh a gentleman, fair lady.” 

« Nay, sir, hath he the jaunting air, and gallant 
part that some of our young knights affect, or doth 
he bear himself like a brave and modest soldier, such 
as would please a lady's eye ?” 

“In sooth, fair lady,” said the handsome young 
forester with a smile, and heightened colour, “ if thou 
wilt be pleased to name a day when thou wilt re- 


ceive him in audience, thou wilt then be able thyself 
to judge in these things.” 

“J will then receive him on the third morning 
from this at eleven. If he please me as well as his 
messenger hath done, i’faith! Clare of Cleaves wil! 
soon, perchance, become Clare of Augsburg! We 
are now at the portal of the castle. Wilt enter, sir, 
and partake our hospitality, or ride back and convey 
my answer to your master ?” 

* « Thanks, fair lady. I will ride back.” 

«“ Then well fare thy speed, sir. If thy lord be as 
well skilled in the use of Cupid’s bow gs thou art in 
that thou carriest across thy saddle-peak, ér knows 
as well as thyself the notes of a recall that will be- 
guile a hawk from the sky, he will soon bring Clare 

.of Cleaves from the rock of Ehrenbreitstein to his 
arms. Farewell, good forester.” 

“ Lady, farewell!” said the youth, lifting his cap, 
and releasing by the act a cloud of auburn ringlets 
that swept his shoulders: then riding away as the 
lady entered the arch of the castle, he added—* if 
knighthood and true love can win thee, matchless 
creature, Ernest of Augsburg shall yet wear thee in 
his bosom !” 

Thus spoke the young forester, blinded by her 
beauty so that he did not see in her any thing evil; 
this talisman, like .a mantle, covering every thing 
that in a less lovely woman would have been seen in 
its own light—impatience, anger; a haughty spirit, 
and revengeful temper! Yet how few men can ever 
see any thing censurable in a beautiful woman! Her 
very beauty is her apology. Like the king, “she can 
do no wrong.” ° 


Iv. 


Tue day named by Clare of Cleaves, on which the 
Count Ernest of Augsburg was to have audience, 
arrived; and half an hour before eleven it was an- 
nounced to the lady, who was seated in her castle 
hall, which was hung with armour, and lighted from 
richly stained windows, surrounded by her majdens, 
that a knight glittering in steel, and mounted on a 
coal-black charger, attended by a brilliant retinue, 
was winding round the foot of the rock, and ap- 
proaching the castle. In a few minutes afterwards 
a trumpet sounded from without, and was answered 
by a blast from the warder. This was followed by 
the entrance of a man-at-arms, who reported that a 
knight, styling himself Count Emest of Augsburg, 
craved audience of the fair lady Clare of Cleaves. 

« Have him conducted hither, and see that his reti- 
nue be hospitably entreated both with meat, drink, 
and lodges.” 

A short time elapsed when the seneschal ushered 
into the presence of the beautiful mistress of Ehren- 
breitstein the newly arrived stranger. He was a 
knight of commanding presence and elegant person, 
which was set off by a suit of the richest armour. 
His appearance instantly prepossessed the maiden in 
his favour. He approached, and kneeling at her 
feet, did silent and reverential homage to her charms. 

« Rise, noble knight! thou art welcome for seven 
days to the hospitalities of Ehrenbreitstein. Thy 
errand I have already learned from thy forester. If 
so please you, sir knight, unhelm, or at the least do 
us the courtesy to raise thy visor. I’ faith! I be- 
hold the auburn locks thy messenger dwelt upon, but 
I fain would also see the face he so modestly hikened 
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unto his own—which, beshrew me, would not have 
done discredit to his master, were he the handsome 
William de la Marck himself!” 

The noble suitor lifted his visor at her command— 
and before her stood the forester. 

«“ By the mass! thou wert thine own messenger 
then, and methinks thou didst not speak dispara- 
gingly of thy person. ‘Thou art twice welcome that 
I also meet my brave forester in the person of Count 
Ernest of Augsburg.” 

“ Fairest lady, thou art too gracious. Vouchsafe 
to receive me,” he added, kneeling, “as thy true 
lover, whether I come in the guise of a forester, or 
as a mailed knight; for the same true heart beats for 
thee, whether covered by green coat or iron corslet. 
Seven years ago I first beheld thee at the tourna- 
ment of Hainault, eclipsing the sun with the bright- 
ness of thy beauty. From that day thy image has 
been the light of my life. Three days since I re- 
kindled on the altar of my soul the fire of my love 
by the blaze of thy beauty, and would now fain wor- 
ship at the shrine of the deity I have so long adored 
afar off!” 

« A well-spoken and figurative speech, and doubt- 
less couched in knightly phrase;” said the lady, 
casting upon him one of those fascinating looks 
which afterwards became the destruction of so many 
infatuated noble youths, “ But, my lord of Augs- 
burg, if I love thee not in return, thou wilt have had 
but poor compensation for the long passion thou 
speakest of.” 

“ Lady, I do hope that my deep love will move 
thee. Even as the warm hand will lend warmth to 
that it presses, till both are of the same heat, so I 
trust my burning passion will kindle in your indiffe- 
rent bosom a kindred fire.” 

“Nay, thou art too sanguine, sir knight!” she 
said, with a haughty look that heightened every 
charm of her face and person; “I can never return 
your passion.” 

“ Sweet lady Clare, I beseech, bid me not cease to 
hope—crush not at once the dear and lovingly 
nourished dreams of years.” 

«“ They have, indeed, been dreams! I tell thee 
thy love meets no response in my breast, sir Count! 
It can never win Clare of Cleaves!” 

“If my love may not, may not my arm do it? 
May I not make myself worthy of thee as a knight. 
Name the deed man dare attempt, and I will achieve 
it,” he cried, with animation; it being no uncommon 
thing for ladies to name, and knights to perform 
achievements as the price of their hands. “If thou 
hast a vow to pay—a pilgrimage to be made—a 
knight to challenge—a deed of arms to be done— 
name either or all of them, and Ernest of Augsburg 
will pay the vow, perform the pilgrimage, and do the 
battle. Whatever mortal man may do, that becometh 
a gentle knight, will I do for thy love, lady !” 

“ None of these, sir knight. Yet he who would 
wear, must win me!—but not with love! Love, 
Count of Augsburg! Clare of Cleaves knows not the 
name, and laughs at the passion. It is a weakness 
my nature is free from, thank the saints! In all 
things, save love for thy sex, I am a woman. This 
I can never feel; and must ever be insensible to it 
in others. Seek not, then, sir wooer, te win me by 
your love. Deeds, knight, deeds! feats of coolness 
and courage, of risk and mortal daring! These I 
love—these alone can win the hand you aspire to!” 


g* 


« Lady, command me!” said the ardent knight, a 
little surprised at her words; but so great was his 
passion, and so irresistible her beauty, that they 
affected him not. He neither thought nor reasoned 
upon the extraordinary developement of her moral na- 
ture. He saw presented only a temporary bar to his 
suit, and panted to achieve some deed of bravery 
that should make himself worthy of the object of his 
love—or rather, perhaps, of his blind adoration; for 
his senses, rather than his heart, were made cap- 
tive. 

«“ Thou hast heard of Margaret of Hainault, who 
gave her hand to the knight of Waldeck, for laying 
at her feet the skin of a Numidian lion slain by his 
own hand; and of Elenor of Nassau, who wedded 
the Count of Lichtenstein, who, at her bidding, en- 
countered unarmed, and did valiantly slay the savage 
bear of the Baden forest, which had destroyed so 
many villagers!—of these and other deeds thou hast 
heard ?” 

“T have, lady! 

«He who would wed Clare of Cleaves must imi- 
tate them.” 

“Speak, noble and beauteous lady! By my 
knightly honour, I am proud to do service for one 
who hath such love for deeds of arms, Shall I seek 
out the Saracen chief, Saladin, and lay his casque 
and sword at thy feet? shall I man a war-ship, and 
search the Levantine seas for the vast serpent that 
stretches himself a league out upon the water, and 
slay the monster for love of thee; or shall I make 
capture a savage lion, subdue his fierce nature, and 
lead him to thee docile as the noble hound stretched 
by thy side!” 

« Nay, knight, these are exploits that depend as 
much on superior strength of body, or finer temper 
of steel, as upon manly courage! Such trials as these 
are fit only for a man-at-arms, whose worth is 
measured by so much bone and sinew! I havea 
higher trial for such as would seek to wed with the 
heiress of Ehrenbreitstein! It is a feat that shall 
test not the power of a knight’s arm, or the weight 
of his stroke, but it will try the bravery of his 
heart—the courage of his spirit—test the mettle of 
his soul—aye, prove if his love be stronger than 
life. For he who loves me not better than his life, 
and shrinks to prove it by the trial I put him to, is 
no fit mate for Clare of Cleaves !” 

« Name the exploit, lady, and if it have nought to 
do with necromancie, by my knight'y troth I'll do it,” 
answered the brave young knight. But little did the 
enthusiastic youth know the trial that awaited him ; 
that, instead of some notable feat of arms becoming 
a soldier and crusading knight, she was to mock his 
love, and indulge her barbaric taste, by putting him 
to the performance of a gladiatorial feat; which 
must, almost inevitably, result in a terrible death. 

«Thou hast noted the position of my castle of 
Ehrenbreitstein, knight ?” she answered inquiringly. 

« With awe and admiration. I looked upward 
from below and saw an eagle swooping past its lower 
tower window, who looked no bigger to my eye than 
a sparrow; and when I cast my eyes down from 
your castle-gate, the boats upon the Rhine looked no 
bigger than egg-shells.”’ 

“Thou hast well remarked it, knight; and didst 
thou note the foundations ?” 

« By my troth, did I; and pointed out to my esquire 
how they seemed a part and portion of the perpen- 
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dicular rock—so sheer was the dizzy line from the 
battlements to the water’s edge.” 

“ And didst thou discover a projecting ledge ex- 
tending around the foundations whereon a man could 
pass from the gate where you entered quite around 
the castle?” 

“In truth, lady, it bethinks me now, that I did 
discern, at intervals of the precipice, something like 
a hand’s breadth, or more, of the rock reach out be- 
yond the wall of the castle; but—our Lady save the 
mark! a bird, save with a well-balanced wing, could 
scarce maintain foot hold thereupon.” 

“ Nevertheless, Sir Knight of Augsburg, that shelf 
hath been passed on horseback.” 

« By the rood, (saving your presence, lady,) it 
must have heen Sathanas who rode the beast.” 

« Nay, it was one of my own ancestors, Schwartz 
Ainhalt, known as the Black Knight of Cleaves— 
Hear the tale. Being surprised in his castle, he 
issued forth from the gate in full armour, and finding 
the way down the rock filled with the enemy, with a 
desperate thought, he turned to the left where the 
shelf is fur some yards, of secure breadth; and 
there being hotly pursued he had no alternative but to 
keep on. He accomplished the circuit of the rock 
in safety, and came upon his enemies so suddenly 
from the opposite quarter that they gave way before 
him in fear, and he thereby maintained his castle.” 

« Methinks I have heard something like this of one 
of our old German knights.” 

« And in order to see if our modern knights are 
worthy of their fathers, I fain would have this exploit 
again performed,” she said, endeavouring by a look 
of the most fascinating influence to dissipate the 
thoughtful brow the knight had begun to assume at 
her words, He remained silent and deliberating for 
a few seconds, but a glance from her finely expressive 
eyes and an enchanting smile completed his infatua- 
uuon, 

«“ Lady, it shall be done, if man and horse be 
equal to it. If not,God be merciful to my poor soul.” 

She extended, with a smile of triumph, her hand; 
which he ardently pressed to his lips, and then signi- 
fied his intention of immediately making the trial. 

« Nay, good knight,” she said, detaining him; “ I 
give thee till the seventh day to prepare thy horse 
and armour.” 

« Not in armour, lady?” 

« Horse and rider in full armour—so rode my brave 
ancestor,” she said, without observing his surprise. 

« Then thou wilt die a maiden, Clare of Cleaves, 
for the knight of Augsburg.” 

“ Ha, dost thou shrink ?” 

« Nay; death is sweet from so fair an executioner. 
I do accept your challenge and shall make myself 
ready for the achievement. Presently I will go out 
and survey the path by which I am to win a bride, 
or meet a knightly death.” 

Such was the spirit of a gentle knight—such was 
the power of a noble maiden in that age. The one 
never hesitating to perform the most insane acts if 
imposed upon him by his “ ladye-love’—the other 
too often abusing the singular power with which the 
extravagant gallantry of the times had endowed her. 


v. 


Tre day for the trial of the love and gallantry of the 
young and brave Count Ernest arrived, and many of 


the neighbouring barons and strangers of considera- 
tion who happened to be sojourning at Coblentz, 
hearing of an achievement that the knight of Augs- 
burg was to undertake for the love of the beautiful 
lady of Ehrenbreitstein, and having heard of the fame 
of her beauty, assembled at the castle—as much to 
behold the lady herself as to witness a deed of brav- 
ery. At twelve o’clock the knight galloped into 
the court of the castle, mounted on his coal black 
charger. He was in full armour, and rode with his 
vizor up, around the court, gracefully saluting the 
lady of the castle and with a cheerful countenance 
and pleasant smile, returning the salutations of the 
knights and barons that hailed his appearance. 

Up to this moment, but few of the spectators knew 
the exact nature of the feat he was to perform; sup- 
posing it to be some honourable deed of arms that 
should both prove the suitor’s prowess as well as test 
the sincerity of his love. But after the emotion 
caused by his appearance had subsided, the seneschal 
of the castle proclaimed in a loud voice that, “ In 
honour of the noble maiden, Lady Clare of Cleaves, 
and as the condition on which she is to be won and 
wed, Count Ernest of Augsburg, who hath sought 
her hand in marriage, like a good knight and true 
lover, hath vowed to ride in full armour around the 
castle of Ehrenbreitstein by the passage known as 
the “ Black Knight’s Ride.” 

This announcement was received with a murmur 
of surprise, which was soon changed to one of in- 
dignation, which sufficiently indicated that the nature 
of the « Ride” was well known. Many of the barons 
crowded about the young knight, and endeavoured to 
deter him from the madness of rushing on to certain 
destruction, while others frowning darkly upon the 
lady Clare, left her castle without the courtesy of an 
adieu. The daring knight and leal lover smiled at 
their earnestness and remained resolute. They then 
turned from him to endeavour to move the lady. But 
she was inexorable and put an end to their appeals 
by asking the knight if he had forgotten “ why he 
was in armour and on horseback ?” 

The gentlemen then retired to one side wondering 
that in such a glorious body, nature had forgotten to 
put a soul. Nevertheless, her charms fired many a 
thoughtless youth, and more than one of those that 
plead in vain for the doomed knight, for a look or a 
smile from her would readily have taken his place 
had he shrank from the task before him. 

The lover kissed his hand in answer to her iron- 
ical interrogation, and closing his vizor made a signal 
that he was ready. ‘The gates were thrown open 
and he rode prancing forth. In a few minutes the 
battlements of the castle were filled with anxious 
spectators; the river below, for the proclamation soon 
reached the town and opposite city, was lined with 
crowded barges ; and Coblentz seemed to have poured 
out its population along the shores of the Rhine. On 
the loftiest tower of the castle, whither she had re- 
tired when the knight rode forth, was seen the beau- 
tiful, but wicked woman, whose pride and vanity, love 
of feminine power, and, above all, an innate cruelty 
of nature, had gathered together so vast a multi- 
tude. 

Gallantly and gaily the knight pranced out beneath 
the arch, and leaving the broad path that descended 
the rock, turned short to the left, as the “ Black 
Knight” had been forced to do, by his enemies. 
With a light rein, and at an easy, ambling pace, he 
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passed over the first part of the “ Ride,” which 
brought him beneath the tower where stood the lady 
Clare. Here the shelf became all at once so narrow 
as scarcely to admit the passage of an antelope be- 
tween the yawning precipice and towering walls of 
the castle. After stopping and calmly surveying for 
a moment the dizzy descent, he cast his eyes upward 
and beheld the cruel lady of his love gazing down 
upon him, radiant with the fatal beauty that had in- 
toxicated him. He raised his visor, smiled upon, and 
fervently kissed his hand to her. Then waving a 
farewell salute to the thousand spectators above and 
beneath him, he looked up to Heaven, and solemnly 
placed his hands folded cross-wise together upon his 
heart. At this silent act there was the stillness of 
death, for ail men clearly saw in it that the knight 
had given his soul into the keeping of the Blessed 
Virgin. The next moment he had closed his visor, 
settled himself firmly in his saddle, and like the rush- 
ing whirlwind dashed forward along the narrow ledge 
of the precipice. Once, the hind foot of his horse 
slipped over the verge, but he instantly recovered 
himself; once, the knight in turning an angle of the 
castle reeled, but by an extraordinary muscular effort 
retained his seat. A second time the noble animal 
lost his footing, and yet a third time he stumbled 
bodily forward; but the good knight brought him up, 
while horse and rider seemed to be coursing through 
mid air. A buttress of a tower, at length obstructed 
the path, if such could be denominated the shelf on 
which hitherto he had been sustained by a miracle, 
for as far as he could see before him it did not appear 
to offer room for an eagle to cling with his talons. 
He did not hesitate or faulter; but burying his spurs 
to their rowel heads, the horse leaped desperately 
forward—but his hoofs never more lighted on the 
ground! Headlong like‘a mass of iron hurled from 
the sky, knight and steed plunged roaring through 
the empty air, and striking the side of the rock half 
way down were dashed to pieces ere they reached 
the earth, 


vi. 


Tue rumour of this event was speedily noised abroad. 
But as it chimed in with the rough temper of the age 
it caused little sensation beyond curiosity to witness 
the beauty which could produce such fatal effects. 
Many, it is true, condemned the cruelty of a maiden 
who could send so brave a knight and true a lover 
as he had shown himself to be, to almost certain 
death ; but there were others of ardent temperaments, 
buoyant with youth and overrunning with the spirit 
of adventure, who panted for distinction, and were 
ready to woo the lady for her beauty’s sake, and at 
tempt the feat of the “ Black Knights’ Ride,” for the 
honour of chivalry. Among these ambitious knights, 
and who were most noted for rank and deeds of arms 
was first, William de Croy, lord of Chievres; a gen- 
tleman of great daring, and the best lance of the age. 
He paid his suit to the beautiful heiress of Ehren- 
breitstein, whose fame was now wider extended than 
that of any maiden in Christendom, at the head of a 
splendid retinue of gentiemen and eight hundred men- 
at-arms, each man six feet in height. Like the hap- 
less Count of Augsburg he was dazzled by her beauty 
and swore to attempt whatever she should command, 
so that her hand should be the reward of his success, 
She named, as she had before done, the feat of the 
« Black Knight’s Ride.” Cheerfully the lord of Chie- 


vres accepted the challenge ; and for seven days after- 
wards he was entertained by her, with his whole 
company, in a style of princely magnificence. The 
eighth day the retinue of the brave William de Croy, 
lord of Chievres, returned slowly back from the fatal 
rock of Ehrenbreitstein, bearing on his shield, the 
mangled corse of their leader. 

There was also the young Duke Edward of Wei- 
mar, a brave knight, as famous for his skill in gentle 
minstrelsy as for his prowess in battle. He heard 
of the beauty and crueliy of the maiden of Cleaves, 
and for his adoration of the first fell a victim to the 
last. There came then the prince Landgrave of 
Hesse who swore if beauty was to be won he would 
win it, and that where Black Schwartz rode he could 
ride. But seven days after he came to woo, he lay 
mangled at the foot of the cliff of Ehrenbreitstein, 
Another and another of greater or less degree, all 
distinguished as knights of valour and repute, and all 
remarkable for their manly beauty and noble spirits, 
shared the same fate. 

Seven of the best knights in Europe had now fallen 
a sacrifice to the beauty and savage cruelty of Clare 
of Cleaves, and others after beholding her, were yet 
as ready to offer themselves up as victims on the 
altar of her sanguinary passion. So wonderful a 
circumstance filled Europe with wonder, till at length 
it began to be publicly hinted that the beauty she 
possessed in so extraordinary a degree, with the use 
she put it to could not but be of an unholy kind; and 
some of the churchmen even went so far as to say 
that she could be none other than Satan in the shape 
of a woman, such being the guise which he finds best 
suited to tempt mankind with. At length, feeling ran 
so high, the bench of bishops prepared to take up the 
case and summon her before them to answer to the 
truth or falsehood of the popular accusations. But 
at this crisis an event took place which rendered their 
interference unnecessary, while it satisfied the public 
mind that human may approach very near to diaboli- 
cal nature, and be human still. 


Vit. 


Winuam pe La Marck was the only son of the 
Elector of Saxony. He was about thirty years of age 
and the boldest spirit, the best knight, the most ac- 
complished gentleman, and the handsomest man of 
the age. His deeds of arms in the Holy Land against 
the infidel had already become the theme of minstrel’s 
song; and his conquests in the lists of love were sung 
from castle to castle by many a troubadour. It was 
said he had the fiercest eye in battle and the softest 
glance in beauty’s bower, of any gentle knight, and 
that his voice in fight was like the sound of a trum- 
pet, but in love soft as the tones of a lute. Through 
all Europe the fame of his beauty and valour had 
spread not less widely than the beauty and barbarity 
of the fair Lady of Ehrenbreitstein. Every maiden 
in the land dreamed of young William de la Marck 
and all who beheld him became as infatuated with 
love as did the seven knights with passion for the 
lady Clare. Yet he was as modest as he was well- 
favoured, and heeded not the smiles of fair ladies nor 
the admiring glances of their impassioned eyes. But 
this indifference was not because nature had denied 
him, as she scemed to have done Clare of Cleaves, 
susceptibility to the tender emotions of love. It was 
because he already loved! He had seen in Arabia a 
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beautiful girl the daughter of a Moslem Prince, who 
had taken him prisoner; and a mutual and romantic 
passion sprung up between them. He succeeded, for 
love hath much eloquence and argument, in convert- 
ing her to Christianity and then escaped with the 
lovely Zaida from the infidel camp to his own tent, 
where he was privately united to her in marriage. 
This privacy he chose to preserve until a befitting 
time should arrive to disclose the step to his father. 
Shortly afterwards he quitted Palestine, she accom- 
panying him in the disguise of a page, and returned 
to Saxony. It was but a few days after his arrival, 
that he heard of the fame of Clare of Cleaves and of 
the destruction of the seven knights. Until now his 
marriage had remained a secret. But it was remarked 
that on hearing this he instantly proclaimed it, and 
presented his oriental bride to his father’s court. 
This event soon flew through the country and was 
not long in getting to the ears of the heiress of Ehren- 
breitstein, infinitely to her mortification and disap- 
pointment: for having previously learned that the 
handsome William de la Marck had arrived in Sax- 
ony, her vanity had whispered that as a true and ad- 
venturous knight he would feel himself bound, on 
hearing of her fame and the failure of her lovers’ 
achievements, to cast himself at her feet and endea- 
vour to redeem their honour. In this case she had 
mentally resolved, if he proved to be all that fame 
reported of him, that he should become her liege 
lord without trial—for her pride was as much inte- 
rested in becoming the bride of such a distinguished 
knight as her love for cruelty in sacrificing him—and 
therefore, without requiring of him the feat of the 
«“ Black Knight’s Ride,” she determined at once to 
accept him. Her vexation therefore was infinite 
when the intelligence of his marriage reached her; 
and with mingled grief and anger she shut herself up 
in her castle and refused to see any of the chivalrous 
suitors that continued to resort at Ehrenbreitstein— 
the fate of the seven knights having served rather to 
fan, than allay the flame her beauty had kindled. 
Nearly two months had elapsed since she had 
closed the gate of her castle against all wooers, when 
one silvery night as she was reclining on her bed, 
sleepless and thoughtful, her chamber, through the 
crimson windows of which the full moon poured her 
light, filled with a pale, rosy atmosphere, a strain of 
music of the most seraphic sweetness floated through 
the room. She listened entranced. Gradually it died 
away as if losing itself in heaven—then swelled 
again an undulating wave of melody that ravished 
her soul. She listened breathlessly, stilling even the 
beating of her heart, lest it should break the harmony. 
Low, deep, and rich as the tones of a wind-harp, a 
man’s voice at length mingled and rose with the 
music as if borne upward on its wings and floated 
with harmony linked with harmony till it seemed to 
her as if two angels discussing their loves were float- 
ing around her. At length she could distinguish 
words that were addressed to herself. They were 
glowing with passion and tenderness, and, not less 
than the melody in which they were borne, reach- 
ed her heart. At length both the lute and voice 
ceased, and, breaking the spell in which she was 
wrapped, she flew to the lattice. But there was no 
one visible; nor scarcely could there have been, for 
the lattice through which the music had entered her 
chamber overlooked the “ Black Knight’s Ride” at a 
point where the sheer descent was scarcely broken 


from the top of the wall to the still, black surface of 
the Rhine beneath. It could not have reached her 
from the water; and either the minstrel had stood on 
the narrow projection of the cliff beneath or was up- 
borne by the air. After vainly attempting to solve 
the mystery, though she did not doubt that her sere- 
nader was some enamoured knight, she retired to her 
couch with the knowledge for the first time that she 
possessed a heart. ‘Throughout the whole night she 
seemed to hear the sweet voice of the invisible min- 
strel, and with it, gently crept into her heart the first 
emotions of love ; and when she arose in the morning, 
with a sigh, she was fain to confess herself a woman 
in every thing, love not excepted. ‘The next night 
she waited impatiently for the return of the same 
hour, when the same exquisite strains, accompanied 
by the singularly rich and melodious voice filled the 
chamber with melody. Her first impulse was to fly 
to the window to discover whence it proceeded; but 
fearing it would stop if she did so, she restrained her 
curiosity until it should cease, 

The words did not discourse of love as before, but 
seemed to be the complaint of some wandering min- 
strel, with no home but the castle of the stranger. 
Yet all his words, she thought, might figuratively 
apply to a knight seeking a home for his houseless 
love in the rest of his lady-love’s bosom. 


“ Ah, where in this cold, barren desert around 
Shall a home for the storm-driven spirit be found ? 
Some green, sunny spot, by no cloud darken'd o'er 
Where each wild wish reposing shall wander no more ? 
Home, sweet home ; 
Ah where shall the care-tortured heart find a home ? 


“ Bright beauty may tempt us with song and with smile, 
In her rose-mantled arbour to linger awhile ; 
But an hour scarce is fled ere her charms all decay 
And the fabric of bliss falls to ruin away! 
Home, sweet home: 
Ah ‘tis not with beauty the heart finds a home! 


“To the proud halls of fame for a home shall we fly! 
There the tear still will fall and the heart still will sigh; 
For see where the dust lies on armour and plume, 
And the moth-cankered standard but droops oa the tomb? 
Home, sweet home ! 
O ‘tis not in grandeur the heart finds a home! 


** Shall we rise up and hasten at pleasure’s loud call 
Where the lamp glitters bright in the gay festal hall! 
There the brow still will ache though with roses "tis bound 
And the dark spirit still for a home will look round! 
Home, sweet home, 
O 'tis not in pleasure the heart finds a home ! 


“ And even in that circle, the dearest on earth, 
Where the first hallow'd feelings of childhood have birth; 
The glance of distrust, and the wild throb of care, 
Will tell the lone heart that its home is not there! 
Home, sweet home, 
*Tis not e’en in friendship the heart finds a home. 


*O there is but one spot whence the thoughts back will come, 
With the green olive bough as the signal of home, 
To tell that the deluge of sorrow is past, 
And that verdure appears o’er the dark waves at last: 
Home, sweet home, 
Yes, there still is a spot where the heart finds a home! 


“Tis there, in that land ‘bove the bright starry skies, 
Where the beam never sets, where the bloom never dies, 
Where no death e’er can blast, where no cares ever come, 
O ‘tis only in Heaven that the heari finds a home! 

Home, sweet home, 
Yes, "tis only in Heaven that the heart finds a home!” 
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The voice of the singer fell upon her soul, like gentle 
dew, awaking all its tenderness, while the words 
deeply affected her spirit; and for several minutes 
after the song ceased she sat in tears. Then recol- 
lecting herself, she rose to fly to the lattice, when the 
melody was renewed, and he sang, in ravishing strains, 
of love and beauty; then, changing his theme, his 
clear voice rang with martial tones as he described 
deeds of chivalry done for love of ladies. He then 
skilfully improvisatized the loves and fates of the 
seven knights, and in the highest terms of chivalrous 
courtesy, and with the sweetest minstrelsy, celebrated 
the charms of the fair maid of Ehrenbreitstein, and 
closing by vowing himself her devoted slave, true and 
leal lover, ready to do to the death for the honour of 
her beauty, and to make manifest the greatness of his 
love and devotion. 

“ By ’r Lady! thou, at least, shalt not attempt the 
“ Black Knight’s Ride,” she exclaimed with emphasis, 
involuntarily shuddering at the thought—so deeply 
already, were her heart’s feelings interested in the 
unknown and nameless minstrel. 

As she spoke she flew to the lattice, threw it open, 
and leaning over the oaken sill, glanced down the 
precipice just in time to see, on the shelf, forty feet 
below her, the gliding figure of a man, clad in a 
minstrel’s cloak, disappearing behind a projection of 
the buttress. She uttered a cry of terror, and falling 
back on her knees, clasped her hands together in 
prayer for his safety. So wonderful was the change 
love had effected in the cruel maid of ‘!eaves—so 
omnipotent his power over the heart of wornaa, which 
cannot resist it with impunity! At that moment the 
proud lady of Ehrenbreitstein, the haughty and beau- 
tiful Clare of Cleaves, proved herself to be a woman! 

The succeeding night she listened, in vain, for the 
return of the unknown singer. The next morning 
she would have given orders to have the entrance to 
the “ Ride” watched; but fearing this would wholly 
prevent his return, she decided to wait for the even- 
ing in hopes he would yet re-appear. But that night 
and the next, and for many succeeding nights, the 
lc > and the voice were hushed. She now began to 

t he would no more return, and that her love, 
tindisg 10 mate, would return upon her own heart, 
and die there consuming it. Thrice she ordered her 
horse and rode around the casile-rock to assure her- 
self that he had not been destroyed by falling from 
the dizzy precipice. At length, as she heard of him 
no more, she began to tremble lest she had been the 
sport of some supernatural being who sought to pun- 
ish her indifference to the love of others by kindling 
in her bosom a passion without an object—inextin- 
guishable and hopeless! 


Vuil. 


Tue lady of Ehrenbreitstein had now been secluded 
full three months, on account of her chagrin at the 
marriage of the only knight in Christendom she 
would see at her feet; and nearly a month had 
elapsed since the mysterious minstrel’s disappearance, 
when one clear morning the martial notes of a trum- 
pet awoke the echoes of the castle. Shortly afterwards 
it was announced to its mistress, who was seated in 
her boudoir, surrounded by her maidens, that a knight 
craved audience with the noble lady of Cleaves. 

«“ Doth he come with a train or unattended ?” she 
asked, having, since the mysterious visit of the un- 


known troubadour, began again to take an interest 
in the outer world. 

“Alone, my lady,” replied the seneschal. 

« What message sent he ?” 

« None; save that he prayeth brief discourse with 
the fair and beauteous star of Ehrenbreitstein.” 

«“ These were his words ?” 

“To a letter, my lady. I marked them well, he 
did speak them with such knightly sweetness,” said 
the old man. 

*“ What style has he ?” 

“ He gave neither his title nor dignity.” 

«“ Go, Eda, to the lattice that overlooks the portal- 
yard,” she said to one of her maidens, “ and tell me 
what device he beareth on his shield.” 

“ Bless the Virgin! my lady!” cried she, looking 
from the window, “such a sight I have not seen 
since that poor, handsome knight of Augsburg—” 

“ Hush, minion, and tell what thou seest!” said 
her mistress quickly. 

« A tall and noble knight, in silver armour, from 
casque to spur!” 

“ Silver armour, girl?” 

« Not all silver, my lady, now that I look again! 
The bars of his vizor and gauntlets are of finest steel, 
and a golden chain, full five yards long, encompasses 
his neck.” 

« His shield, maiden—his shield! what is the bla- 
zonry thereon ?” she demanded impatiently. 

« It is of steel, polished like a mirror, and set in a 
silver frame curiously worked. His esquire beareth 
_ 

« But the device ?” 

“Tt is plain, my lady. There is a handsome page 
leading his milk white steed!” 

“ Neither device nor motto ?” 

« No, my lady; all I see in it is the tower of the 
castle—and now I catch a glimpse of the lattice and 
myself as it wavers in his esquire’s hands!” 

“ Do you see his face—look sharply, girl!” 

“ His vizor is down; but as he looks about at the 
tall towers, I can see through the bars the eyes and 
lips that should belong to a well-favoured knight.” 

«“ Leave your station, minion! Go, Gessner,” she 
said, turning to the seneschal, “and, with Albert, 
usher him to our presence.” 

The immediate presence of a new suitor at once 
restored her former character, so far as pride and 
female vanity went .o form it. Love, indeed, had 
possessed her heart for an unknown minstrel; but 
while she cherished this love she still felt a disposition 
to enjoy the triumphs of beauty, and again have knights 
sacrificing themselves for her charms, 

In a few minutes, preceded by the seneschal, a 
knight in shining silver armour entered the apartment 
and advancing, saluted in silence the lady. His form 
was elegant and manly, and his net armour yielded 
to every action of his body, as if woven of woollen 
instead of metal. His height was commanding and 
his walk stately, and yet full of ease, while in his 
carriage manly grace governed every motion. The 
lady Clare thought she had never beheld such a model 
of a knight. His vizor was closed, and a snow white 
plume, that drooped from his helm, shaded the eyes 
within, 

After he had saluted her, he stood a few moments 
surveying her, as if struck with wonder by her beauty. 
Then recovering himself he approached, and kneeling 
offered himself as her suitor. ‘There was something 
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in the sound of his voice when he opened his mouth 
to speak, which caused her to start, and brought 
the colour to her brow; but as he went on, it became 
so disguised by the confinement of his helmet, that, 
if she at first thought she detected something familiar 
in it, she now rejected the idea. 

“ Dost thou know the conditions, fair knight ?” 
she asked, bending upon him the look that had infa- 
tuated and slain so many wooers. 

«Lives there a knight in Europe that knoweth 
them not!” 

“TI then accept thee,” she said, trembling even 
while she was speaking, lest, by some ill-chance, he 
might achieve what she believed was impossible for 
man to accomplish, and thereby for ever destroy her 
hopes of a union of hearts with the invisible minstrel, 
should she ever discover him, Nevertheless so strong 
was her passion for the exercise of her singular 
power, that she consented even at the risk she appre- 
hended. “Seven days thou shalt be entertained 
within my castle when the trial thou hast sought will 
take place. Gessner, see this gentle knight well 
bestowed, and look hospitably afier his attendants.” 

That night the maiden was alone in her chamber, 
her thoughts, indifferent to her knightly guest, wan- 
dering afier the unknown minstrei, whom she felt 
could be none other than gentle born. As the full 
moonlight streamed through the stained window, she 
recollected that it was just a month since he first 
appeared. He chooses the full moon to guide his 
perilous steps, she thought! While thus musing, the 
same strains of music that had first awakened her 
woman’s nature, floated through the apartment. 
She ceased to breathe, and listened with silent rap- 
ture. Higher and higher the strain rose and with it 
rose distinctly the same enchanting voice that had 
completed the captivity of her senses and unsealed 
the fountain of her heart’s love. Almost breathless 
she remained until the melody was dying away, when 
springing to the casement, she looked out and by the 
light of the moon beheld the same figure in the min- 
strel’s cloak she had before seen. He was standing on 
the verge of the precipice leaning in an easy, natural 
attitude against the buttress, with a small harp in his 
hand which he was holding in the position he had 
just ceased playing. She made a slight noise in 
opening the lattice, and he looked up. His face was 
clearly visible in the light of the moon, and she 
thought it was the handsomest in the world, But 
her terror at his situation left her no time for admi- 
ration, 

«Gentle troubadour, for the love of the Virgin! 
fly from that dreadful place!” she cried. 

« Lady,” he said, kissing his hand to her, « I am 
happier to stand here, so I be near thee, than to 
occupy the downy couch of thy knightly guest.” 

« Nay, sweet minstrel, thou wilt fall and be dashed 
to pieces !”” 

«I shall then meet with many a gallant knight’s 
end,” he said, with a slight vein of irony which she 
was too much alarmed to notice! 

« Nay, then, if thou carest for me as thou hast 
sung, leave this terrible spot!” 

«“ Lady, that I care for thee—behold where I 
stand! That I love thee—remember my words! 
that I will not leave this place where I can be near 
thee, I swear by thy most fatal beauty!” 

« Fatal !— it is indeed fatal if thou come to harm!” 
she cried bitterly. “Alas! what wilt thou do?” 


«“ Lady, I will not return by the way I came; by 
mine honour, I will not! If thou carest indeed for a 
poor minstrel who hath adventured something for 
love of thee, there is a way in which thou canst 
serve me!” 

« Name it quickly; iny brain whirls with looking 
down! Nay, take heed, or thou wilt plunge head- 
long! How can I serve thee; for, in truth, never 
before felt I such fear for any man in peril!” 

«“ If thou canst let down a cord within my reach, 
well secured to the bars of thy window, I may safely 
reach it!” 

« Enter my casement! Thou art bold, sir!” 

« It is my love that makes me so, fairest of wo- 
men !” he said, in those tones of irresistible sweetness 
that had such power over her heart. She hesitated 
a moment, but her love conquered her maidenly sug- 
gestions of propriety. In a few seconds a rope was 
swinging in the air, and in a minute afterwards the 
bold troubadour was suspended between earth and 
heaven. It was but for a brief space, for lightly as- 
cending by its aid, he scaled the wall, and leaped into 
the open casement, and kneeled at her feet ! 

Dawn discovered the handsome troubadour and 
the lady standing by the lattice discoursing still of 
love. She had confessed her deep passion, and wholly 
surrendered to him her heart! She had discovered 
that he was all her fervent wishes painted the un- 
known minstrel. But ie was still unknown! He 
had told her he was a knight, and she knew it by his 
bearing : that he was gentle born his speech and car- 
riage told her! She therefore gave herself up to her 
passion knowing that she was loving worthily. He 
had promised that he would disclose his name and 
title on the day of “ the trial” of the Knight of the 
Silver Armour; and happy in her love, she did not 
censure the delay. Before sunrise he departed from 
the castle, by a postern, of which she gave him the 
key, leaving her in the exquisite consciousness of 
loving and being loved. And never was love more 
deep and absorbing in woman’s breast than in hers! 

By day, for six successive days, she coldly enter- 
tained the knight who was her guest; but impatient 
for night, it would no sooner approach than she 
would fly to her boudoir to meet him who shared her 
heart. ‘They were a glorious pair! Her lofty fore- 
head, her fine dark eyes, her classical features, and 
superbly cast head and bust, all found a manly coun- 
terpart in him, ‘The same raven hue of the flowing 
hair was his—the same elegance of form !—He look- 
ed like a twin brother-—but it was only the likeness 
that perfect beauty hath with itself! 

The morning of the seveath day at length dawned 
and at the hour appointed, the knight, who had not 
yet unclosed his helmet, rode into the court of the 
castle, and, in the presence of numerous barons and 
knights whom the report of this achievement had 
drawn to the castle, signified his readiness to make 
the trial imposed on him, 

The lady cf Ehrenbreitstein was seated, as here- 
tofore, in a balcony opening into the court. But her 
thoughts were now more on her absent minstrel, 
whom her eyes restlessly sought out in the assembly ; 

for he had promised she sould see him there, than 
on the fate of the knight who was about to adventure 
his life for her hand. If she suffered herself to think 
of him, it was with dread, now her heart was no 
longer her own, lest he should, by a miracle, suc- 


ceed. 
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OR, CLARE OF CLEAVES, 














In conformity with knightly courtesy, it was ne- 
cessary that the knight before entering on the per- 
formance of deeds of bravery or arms for his 
“ ladye-love,” should, if he had hitherto kept his 
vizor closed, raise it at her command. Therefore, 
just before he was ready to ride forth, the lady of 
Cleaves intimated to him that as yet she had not seen 
the features of the knight who was to perform the 
conditions by which he was to win her hand. There- 
upon, the knight, who was mounted on a snow-white 
steed of great beauty of limb, which, with his silver 
armour and snowy plume, presented altogether a 
singularly beautiful effect, rode up to the balcony and 
instead of lifting his vizor, at once unhelmeted and 
stood an instant before her bare-headed. She gazed 
in his face as if she beheld a spirit from the other 
world; and then clasping her hands together she 
dropped on her knees, and with a face pale as marble 
gasped — 

« No—no !—oh—no !—do not—do not! 
die !—no—no—attempi it not!” 

She had discerned in the knight the minstrel ! 

Slowly he replaced his helmet with his eyes fixed 
upon her with a strange meaning—it was not love; 
it looked like menace! Settling himself in his seat, 
he made a signal for the gates to be thrown open. 

“ No, no!” she shrieked, stretching from the bal- 
cony; thou shalt not die! I will be thine—I will 
be thine! only do not ride!” 

The knight replied not, but gallantly waving his 
hand to her, and to the hundreds around him who 
were wondering at this scene, he galloped forth be- 
neath the arch. At the same instant, tearing her 
hair and weeping fountains of tears, the justly-punish- 
ed lady rushed to the battlements, expressing in tones 
of grief and despair her determination to leap from 
them if he should be lost. When she gainedthem, 
the air was filled with the encouraging shouts of a 
thousand men, and beneath her, all in shining white, 
like a spirit, rode the knight along the terrific path. 
way. Onward he flew like the wind! Now he ap- 
proaches the fatal buttress, and lo! with a bound 
twenty feet forward, the flying animal clears the 
narrowest part and lights on the broader shelf beyond! 
Stull onward he bounds! He turns yonder angle of 
the castle wall in safety! He is far beyond the 
“ Seven Knights’ Leap!” Safely he winds round the 
southern tower. There is the most perilous passage 
before him! It is a fissure. Heaven preserve the 
bold rider! The horse hesitates—it is to gather 
strength. He leaps—he is in the air—he has lighted 


I shall 


on the shelf beyond—he is safe again! Now he 
courses like the wind. He has nearly accomplished 


the circuit. A few more leaps, bold rider. He is 


safe! 

“ He ts sare!” filled the sky from twenty thousand 
grateful tongues. Lady Clare saw the last bound of 
the knight’s steed as he reached the gate—heard the 
shout of victory, and fainted. 

She recovered in a few seconds, and looked round 
upon the faces about her as if doubtful if the joy that 
filled her breast had foundation. “ Does he indeed 
live?” she asked, shrinking from the dizzy precipice 
that met her eyes. 

“ He does, my lady,” replied her page; “ and be- 
hold, I see him coming up hither! His horse drop- 
ped dead, my lady, ere he leaped from him, yet he 
himself looks fresh as when he started. He is a 
noble knight.” 





“ Hist, boy! Thou knowest naught of the worth 
which mocks praise. Support me. I will meet him 
here, that the vast multitude who have witnessed his 
daring may witness its reward.” 

As she spoke, she advanced a little way to meet 
the knight, who approached her with his helmet in 
his hand. “ My lord, my brave lord!” she cried, 
rushing forward to cast herself on his bosom; “I 
should have been justly punished for my cruelty to 
so many brave knights, if I had lost thee this day. 
Now I am happy, and thrice happy too, that my true 
love and gentle minstrel is the knight that hath done 
this gallant achievement. Here is my hand and in 
the presence of this beholding assembly, I acknow- 
ledge thee as lord of Ehrenbreitstein and the husband 
of my heart’s choice.” 

“ Hold, lady!” he cried sternly, putting her back 
as she offered to embrace him, “In the presence 
of this beholding people, J call Heaven to witness 
that I have no wish nor power to wed thee nor any 
other woman—being already married. In me, be- 
hold William de la Marck, of the Electorate of Sax- 
ony, as many present will recognise me to be. Alone 
to punish thy pride and cruelty I have sought to win 
thy heart. As a minstrel I wooed thee—as a knight 
I have this day won thee, and also redeemed the 

ehonour of knighthood on which there was a stain 
through the failure of thy knights. This hand is 
therefore mine, and thus I fling it from me and put 
thee to open and public shame !” 

As he spoke, the knight cast contemptuously from 
him the hand she had with so much love placed in 
his; and turning from her, prepared to descend from 
the tower. He had not made three steps ere a ter- 
rific cry, as if a human heart had broken, caused him 
to turn quickly round, when he beheld the wretched 
lady in the act of springing from the battlements. 
Ere he could reach her she had cast herself down 
headlong from the top of the tower. 

Such was the extraordinary end of a woman who 
made her superhuman beauty the unholy instrument 
of great crimes; and thus, befittingly, Heaven always 
punishes those who abuse its gifts. To this day the 
« Maiden’s Flight,” and “ The Seven Knights’ Leap,” 
as well as the dizzy path called the “ Black Knight’s 
Ride,” are pointed out to the curious voyager up the 
Rhine, by the boatmen, who, with but little encou- 
ragement, are always found prepared to illustrate one 
and all of these places by some veritable legend. 
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EDUCATION, 


In whatever light we view education, it cannot fail 
to appear the most important subject that can engage 
the attention of mankind. When we contrast the 
ignorance, the rudeness, and the helplessness of the 
savage, with the knowledge, the refinement, and the 
resources of civilized man, the difference between 
them appears so wide, that they cam hardly be re- 
garded as of the same species, Yet compare 
the infant of the savage with that of the most en- 
lightened philosopher, and you will find them in all 
respects the same. The same high capacious powers 
of mind lie folded up in both, and in both the organs 
of sensation, adapted to these mental powers, are ex- 
actly similar. All the difference, which is afterwards 
to distinguish them, depends upon their education, 
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TARPEIA. 
BY JULIET H. LEWIS. 
“Tarpeia, the daughter of Tarpeius, the keeper of the Roman capitol, agreed to betray it into the hands of the Sabines, on 
this condition—that she should have for her reward, that which they carried upon their left arms—meaning the golden brace- 
lets they wore upon them. The Sabines having been let in by Tarpeia, according to compact, Titus, their king, though well 
pleased with having carried the place, yet detesting the manner in which it was done, commanded the Sabines to give the ' 
traitress her promised reward, by throwing to her all they wore upon their left arms; and therewith unelasping his bracelet 
from his left arm, he threw that, together with his shield, upon her. All the Sabines following the example of their chic f, I 
the traitress was speedily overwhelmed with the number of bracelets and shields heaped upon her, and perished beneath them. F 
There are mauy different accounts of this transaction.” 
Unevusninc.y the maiden stood, I 
Rome’s recreant, shameless child; r 
While round were ranged her country’s foes, f 
Those Sabine warriors wild. I 
They stood with lips all proudly curled, 
And brows bent down in ire, s 
And eyes, that on the traitoress r 
Flashed forth their haughty fire, V 
As though they’d scorch her very soul I 
With their consuming scorn; I 
Such deep disdain a noble heart 
Had never brovked, or borne. y 
In his right hand each warrior held d 
His blade, all stained with gore, 
And on his stout lef? arm a shield v 
Of heavy weight he bore, n 
And round that arm a bracelet bright 8 
Was clasped, of massive gold; SI 
*Twas for those shining bands that Rome, le 
Proud, boasting Rome, was sold. w 
All silently they stood: but hark! it 
Their lord and chieftain speaks— vi 
“Ha! this is well—her just reward is 
From us, Tarpeia seeks, a 
“Thy heritage—is Rome’s deep hate— 
Thy memory—lasting shame— th 
And thou hast wedded to a curse a 
Thy once untarnished name. be 
“Thy father is the prey of worms— ne 
His life-blood stains my blade— S| 
Thy city is one mighty bier ci 
On which her sons are laid. Ww 
“Thy home—earth doth not hold a spot e) 
Loathsome enough for thee, st 
And one long life of bitter woe— be 
Of torture—agony— 
« Were all too blissful for thy lot it 
And shall I let thee live, 
When anguish, such as thou should’st feel bu 
This world can never give? tu 
« But I have not discharged the debt, ra 
From Sabines due to thee— yo 
Warriors! on your left arms you bear tal 
The price of treachery.” for 
He threw to her the bribe for which no 
Imperial Rome was lost, 
And then upon the traitoress 
His heavy shield he tossed. Ar 
She fell beneath it with one shriek, 
One agonizing moan, tos 
While fast the weighty shields were piled gre 
And golden bracelets thrown. obi 
Buried beneath her infamy, sur 
Crushed ‘neath her weight of guilt, sto 
Her ignominious monument be¢ 
Of her reward was built. ch 
- b. | 
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THE FATE OF 


BY MRS. E. 


Tue sun was just setting when Proctor, a student of 
painting in the Royal Academy, went forth from his 
studio to inhale the fresh air. He was pale and evi- 
dently fatigued by his incessant toil for several days 
past; but the expression of his countenance was one 
of triumph. He had just completed his model of the 
group of “Diomedes torn in pieces by his own 
horses.” 

« To-morrow,” said he to his friend Clifton, as they 
strolled together along the crowded streets, “ to-mor- 
row I shall astonish the umpires of the exhibition 
with a piece such as they hardly expect trom me, 
Ha! what think you our good President will say to 
Diomedes ?” 

«What can he say,” replied his friend, “ but that 
you have surpassed yourself? Yet be not too confi- 
dent. The prize is not always to the best runner.” 

«TI am not wont to be too sanguine,” said Proctor, 
with some degree of pride in his manner. “1 did 
not count much on my Ixion, which you know they 
so highly approved, and which brought me a pretty 
sum. But on the piece I send to-morrow I have 
laid out my best exertions. It has cost me many a 
wakeful night, and toilsome day, and now finished, 
it embodies my happiest conception. I am not too 
vain, George, in trusting that the h gh road to furtune 
is now open before me. And then—hey for Florence 
and Rome!” 

“I respect your enthusiasm,” said his friend, “ in 
the pursuit of honourable distinction. When free to 
act, such ambition is unquestionably the test of genius 
bestowed to illuminate and instruct mankind, But 
necessity may sometimes chain down the reluctant 
spirit. ‘Then—when the inspiring call of ambition 
can no longer be obeyed—it is a hard task, but one 
worthy a philosopher, to keep alive the desire after 
excellence. I hope you will never, in anyscircum- 
stances, suffer that lofty feeling to expire in your 
bosom.” 

“ You fear I may forfeit ry title to praise should 
it be denied me,” said Proctor. 

“No, no! your powers cannot sink into inaction, 
but they may assume a savage, not a benevolent atti- 
tude; may dictate, rather than persuade—may deter, 
rather than invite. Urged by opposition into contest, 
you are in danger of listening to the impulses of irri- 
tated feeling—of deriding or abusing what nature 
formed you to admire—of subverting what you can- 
not improve.” 

“ Trust me, George!” said Proctor. 

“1 will—I do!” cried Clifton, grasping his hand, 
And the friends changed their conversation. 

A few days after, Proctor aud his friend were 
together in his studio, and before them stood the 
group of Diomedes and his horses. The work had 
obtained at the exhibition a degree of admiration far 
surpassing that which had been in former years be- 
stowed upon other productions of the artist. It had 
been pronounced masterly—but it had found no pur- 
chaser. Proctor had impoverished himself to com- 
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plete it suitably to the grandeur of his design; now 
it was returned to him with empty praise. The 
youth’s countenance wore an expression of chagrin 
and bitterness it is impossible to describe. His friend 
was repeating the encomiums passed upon the work ; 
its author’s powers having been compared to those 
of Michael Angelo. He was pronounced inferior to 
Phidias alone. 

«“ Yet no liberal patron could be found to help the 
beggarly artist to a meal, in return for the toil that 
afforded them so much pleasure!” cried Proctor, bit- 
terly. 
“ Have patience !” suggested his friend; “ the pub- 
lic may not always be ungrateful.” 

“J thank the public, who will let me starve on the 
hope of their remembrance!” cried the heart-stung 
sculptor. “No, no! I may sink into poverty—into 
debasement; I may become a pensioner on the chari- 
ty of the public—but this shall not remain to show 
to gaping fools when I am dead, what I might have 
been! See,” added he, scornfully, «I am more gener- 
ous than my patrons, I destroy from the face of earth 
what might hereafier be a shame and reproach to 
them !” 

So saying, he dashed his model furiously to the 
ground. It broke into a thousand pieces ;—he spurn- 
ed the fragments with his foot-—and then became 
calm again. 

Passing from one extreme of feeling to another, 
Proctor now abandoned himself to inactivity, and ap- 
peared no more at the house of the President, where 
he had before been a frequent and honoured guest. 
He shunned all his acquaintances, even Clifton, as 
much as possible; being seldom seen, and then al- 
ways meauly dressed, aud in deep dejection. Some 
friends who admired his genius, and compassionated 
the morbid sensibility which had made him feel ne- 
glect so acutely, took pains to ascertain his con- 
dition. They found he had taken lodgings in a gar- 
ret in Clare market, at sixpence a night; and that he 
supported life on a few dried biscuits a day, drinking 
from a neighbouring pump, and wandering frequently, 
no one knew whither. <A report of this state of 
things was carried to the Council of the Royal 
Academy, and Mr. West, the President, having pro- 
posed the consideration of sorae measures for his re- 
lief, it was moved and carried that he should be sent 
to Italy by the Academy, being allowed the usual 
pension; and that fifty pounds should be given him 
to make preparation for his journey. His friend 
Clifton was commissioned to invite him to dinner on 
an appointed day, at the house of his kind protector, 

Clifton was grieved to fiud his unhappy friend had 
suffered more than even he had feared from the eflect 
of his disappointment. He prevailed on him with 
difficulty to accept the Pres dent’s invitation—not 
yet communicating the good news, as his benefactor 
wished to enjoy his surprise. 

It was indeed a lifting up from the depth of despair 


to the summit of hope. Proctor listened in deep 





110 





WASHINGTON. 








agitation to the announcement of the resolution in 
his favour. It was settled that he should immediate- 
ly prepare for his journey in company with the Pres- 
ident’s son. ‘The day was named, and with a heart 
overflowing with gratitude and joy, Proctor took his 
leave. 

But the revulsion of feeling proved too much for 
his exhausted frame and broken spirit. The next 
morning found him in a paroxysm of raging fever. 
Through his illness Clifton watched devotedly by his 
side, having taken lodgings in the same house, and 
strove to tranquillize the patient’s continual ferment of 


mind. Alas! the powerful spirit reawakened to ener- 
gy, seemed literally to prey upon the enfeebled body. 

A week after, Clifton’s name was announced at an 
early hour, at the house of Mr. West. The door of 
the great painter’s study was eagerly thrown open; 
the visitor was seen coming slowly along the gallery, 
with tearful eyes, and a face full of sorrow. Proctor 
had died that morning. 

Thus perished, in the blossom of his genius, a vic- 
tim of neglect, and of a too ardent imagination, an 
artist who, with proper cultivation, might have become 
the Canova of Great Britain. 
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BY MISS ELIZA COOKE, 


Lanp of the West! though passing brief the record of thine age, 
Thou hast a name that darkens all on history’s wide page; 

Let all the blasts of Fame ring out—thine shall be loudest far, 
Let others boast their satellites—thou hast the planet star, 

Thou hast a name whose characters of light shall ne’er depart, 
*Tis stamped upon the dullést brain, and warms the coldest heart; 
A war-cry fit for any land where freedom’s to be won-— 

Land of the West, it stands alone—it is thy Washington. 


Rome had its Caesar, great and brave; but stain was on his wreath: 

He lived the heartless conqueror, and died the tyrant’s death! 

France had its Eagle, but his wings, though lofty they might soar, 

Were spread in false ambition’s flight, and dipped in murder’s gore, 
Those hero gods, whose mighty sway would fain have chained the waves, 
Who flashed their blades with tiger zeal to make a world of slaves— 
Who, though their kindred barred the path, still fiercely waded on, 

Oh! where shall be their glory by the side of Washington? 


He fought, but not with love of strife; 


he struck but to defend; 


And ere he turned a people’s foe, he sought to be a friend; 

He strove to keep his country’s right by reason’s gentle word, 

And sighed when fell injustice threw the challenge—sword to sword. 
He stood the firm, the calm, the wise, the patriot and sage; 

He showed no deep, avenging hate, no burst of despot rage; 

He stood for Liberty and Truth, and dauntlessly led on, 

Till shouts of victory gave forth the name of Washington, 


No car of triumph bore him through a city filled with grief; 

No groaning captives at the wheels proclaimed him victor chief; 
He broke the gyves of slavery with strong and high disdain, 

And cast no sceptre from the links when he had broke the chain. 
He saved his land, but did not lay his soldier trappings down, 
To change them for the regal vest, and don a kingly crown; 
Fame was too earnest in her joy—too proud of such a son— 
To let a robe and title mask her Washington. 


England, my heart is truly thine—my loved, my native earth; 
The land that holds a mother’s grave and gave that mother birth, 
Oh! keenly sad would be the fate that thrust me from thy shore, 
And faltering my breath, that sighed, “ Farewell for ever more!” 
But did I meet such adverse lot, I would not seek to dwell 
Where olden heroes wrought the deeds for Homer’s song to tell; 
Away, thou gallant ship! I’d cry, and bear me swiftly on, 

But bear me from my own fair land to that of Washington! 


London, 1839. 
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ADVICE. 


VOLNEY E. 


BY MRS. 


«My dear Mrs. Willet! do give me your advice ?” 
cried pretty Mrs. Copeland, as she ran into her 
friend’s drawing room, with the privileged air of an 
established favourite; “I have just received this card 
of invitation from Mrs. Cummings; 1 am aware that 
every body don’t visit her, yet a great many quite 
respectable people do, and uphold her by their pre- 
sence at her parties, which I am told are quite de- 
lightful; now—you know Edward well, and I want 
you to advise me what to do about going—lI don’t 
see why he should care about it—do you ?” 

«“ Why do you not ask him?” said Mrs. Willet, 
smiling. 

“Oh, I can’t—he is not at home, nor will he 
return till the very day of the party, if he does then— 
so do advise me what to do. Shall I venture?” 
cried the little beauty, busying herself in pulling over 
her friend’s work basket. 

“Any thing I can do for you, my dear, I will do 
cheerfully,” said Mrs. Willet, “except giving advice. 
I have ‘an oath—an oath in heaven,’ against advis- 
ing any one.” 

“But I really want your advice; now if I go, I 
must purchase an elegant dress, and have it made up 
immediately, and then if Edward should object to my 
going! Oh, if you will but advise me I shall be so 
obliged !” responded Mrs. Copeland. 

* Aye—so I have been told an hundred times! 
But sit down a minute, and I will endeavour to recal 
for your edification a few of my sad experiences in 
the way of advising people. The reminiscences 
crowd upon my mind so thickly, that I scarcely 
know what examples to choose, but this very pin- 
cushion which I am sewing, reminds me of one in- 
stance. You have seen Mrs. Chapman: I once hap- 
pened to go on a shopping expedition with her, she 
was making various purchases, and at last cheapened 
a piece of silk very much like this in hue and figure. 
I thought it very pretty, and told her I believed it 
would not fray or fade, and as she admired it very 
much she purchased it. Unlucky the day when I 
first set eyes on it! I never afterward met Mrs, 
Chapman without some allusion being made to that 
dress; sometimes it was—‘don’t I look horridly 
to-day? but purple is very unbecoming to me; some 
people in recommending things never think of other 
people’s complexions!’ or * you see I have got this 
horrid silk yet ; well, to be sure, it don’t fade—I wish 
it would, it might look a little delicate then!’ next, 
* well, I never was so tired of any thing as I am of 
that gown you advised me to buy! I believe the 
ugly thing never will wear out!’ 

«“ Why don’t you give it away?” said I, when the 
complaint had been iterated a dozen times, at least. 

“Oh! J am not able to give away good dresses 
because they are ugly. Other folks may be able to 
afford it, but I am not so lucky!” would she exclaim. 

“At another time,a young friend was addressed by 
two gentlemen with both of whom I was well ac- 
quainted. One of them was amiable, well principled, 


and prudent, with every prospect of doing well in the 
world, while I knew the other to be a reckless pro- 
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fligate, with talents and property, but of a temper and 
habits much to be dreaded. Louisa, as I then thought, 
most providentially, seemed much more inclined to 
admire the amiable Mr. Jones than the gay Mr. 
Hallet, although as she is a wornan whose attach- 
ments are not very strong, circumstances or per- 
suasion might have inclined the balance to the other 
side. As my advice was most earnestly requested, I 
did not scruple to give my vote in favour of Mr. 
Jones, and as her own fancy coincided with my ad- 
vice, she became his wife, and in my opinion a very 
happy woman. 

« By a series of fortunate chances, crowning some 
desperate adventures with a success they by no means 
deserved, Mr. Hallet became a rich man, and as 
success is with the crowd the test of merit, received 
the name of a very smart man. He obtained the 
hand of a lovely girl, an old friend of Louisa, whose 
better judgment was dazzled by his talents and splen- 
did property, and the style in which they lived occa. 
sioned no little vexation to Mrs. Jones, It is true 
that Mrs. Hallet’s cheek grew pale, that she lost her 
gaiety, and that her voice was heard no more in 
song or laughter; it is true, it was whispered that her 
life was far from happy, yet, as she dressed elegantly, 
and rode in a richly ornamented carriage, Mrs, Hallet 
was called a lucky woman. Never did I meet Mrs. 
Jones, without hearing some such speech as the fol- 
lowing : 

«“«Pray, did you see Mrs. Hallet’s new carriage. 
horses? They are the most beautiful creatures I 
ever saw. She has two sets of horses, and I don’t 
know how many sets of jewels. Well! they live in 
great style to be sure, but if it had not been for some 
of my friends’ advice, Isabel Mason would never have 
rode in that carriage !’ 

« Perhaps it would be ‘Have you been into Ma- 
dame *s to-day? Mrs. Hallet has some most 
splendid dresses making there, J should feel rich with 
only one of them, and she has three, besides some 
made a month or two since! Well! to be sure I am 
very happy with Mr. Jones, he is one of the best 
husbands in the world, as far as he can; but I must 
own it provokes me to see Mrs. Hallet driving about 
in her splendid barouche, while I am walking, or 
what is as bad, in a hack, when I know—but all 
that is over now, only I do think folks ought to be 
careful how they undertake to advise young girls 
about marriage.’ 

«Mrs, Jones would not have changed her fine 
baby for the childless Mrs. Hallet’s diamonds, or her 
kind and attentive husband for the cold and sarcastic 
husband of her friend, but because she could not have 
diamonds too, Twas somehow to blame; but I never 
could reconcile her love for her husband, with her 
perpetual repinings that she did not choose another 
lot. 

“I will give you a third instance. ‘My dear 
madam,’ cried young Mrs. Stayforth, running into 
my room, which was next her own in the boarding 
house, ‘ Mrs. Williamson is in my room, she is going 
to a ball to-night, and wishes to borrow my beautiful 
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new cape. She happened to be in the store when I 
bought it, so she knows J have it; you know her 
better than I do, pray advise me; will she be careful 
of it? I would not have it hurt for any thing,’ 

«*]I cannot pretend to advise you,’ said I, * but 
of the many articles which I have loaned to Mrs, 
Williamson, not one was returned uninjured, and I 
certainly will not lend her mine, which is of the 
same value of yours.’ 

«« Well! I wont lend it then; I did not want to 
lend it, but did not know what to do; I am so glad 
I asked your advice! She is as well able to purchase 
one as I am,’ cried she, as she left the room, and I, 
satisfied that I had done a friendly action to Mrs. 
Stayforth, thought no more of it. 

« Mrs, Williamson was a woman whose passion 
for dress and fashion was unbounded, while her cir- 
cumstances prevented her indulging it to the extent 
she desired. Distantly connected with several patri- 
cian families, she prevented the relationship from 
being forgotten by her undaunted assurance. Her 
husband was a man whose situation and character 
forbade her being entirely overlooked, and her venom- 
ous tongue made many dread to provoke her by 
omitting to invite her family to their public entertain- 
ments, though she was never admitted to their more 
private parties. She was invulnerable to all hints, 
cold looks, or covert slights; like a brazen statue she 
beheld those arrows fall harmless at her feet, and 
finally succeeded in establishing herself in a certain 
approximation to the first circles that enabled her to 
shine a reflected radiance on those beneath her. 
Envied by those of her old acquaintance who were 
as ambitious as herself, without her talents for push- 
ing; laughed at and despised by those into whose 
society she had forced herself, she felt it necessary to 
dress and fete more extravagantly than those whose 
gentility rested on firmer foundations. Her husband’s 
income, though stretched and economized to the 
utmost, would admit but few of these extravagances, 
and there was no act of meanness to which she 
would not stoop, to decorate her person or supply 
her table. 

« Alas for my advice! Not long after the incident 
I mentioned, Mrs. Williamson, by means of a fortu- 
nate bet which she had gained, was enabled to give 
a party to which she invited some foreigners of dis- 
tinction, but to which Mrs, Stayforth was not invited. 
As soon as I became aware of this, I began to trem- 
ble for the consequences, and retiring to my room, 
determined to ensconce myself there till the storm 
blew over. In vain; immediately after tea, I heard 
a tap at my door, and as my boding heart anticipated 
it was Mrs. Stayforth. 

«* Well!” said she, after seating herself comfort- 
ably, ‘ I have come to spend the evening with you: I 
feel quite lonely as Mrs. Smith and Miss Lincoln are 
going to Mrs. Williamson’s party!’ After a pause, 
she resumed, “ Did you ever see the celebrated Mr. 
I would give any thing to see him, but I 
suppose I never shall. Did you know that he is to 
be at Mrs. Williamson’s party to-night ?—Oh yes— 
and so is Mr, , and ever so many of the first 
people! Well! I don’t wonder that she did not in- 
vite me, since I was so ill-natured to her about my 
cape; I'm sure I had rather have given it to her than 
have missed this party. It will be a lesson to me in 
future to do as I think right, without minding other 


people.’ 





“I ventured to hint that she might not have re- 
ceived a card even if she had loaned her cape, as 
Mrs. Williamson, when she did give a party, was 
noted for inviting only those whose notice she re- 
garded as adding to her consequence, or to whose 
parties she expected to be invited in return, The 
idea was scouted. 

« «Oh dear! Mrs. Williamson was always so polite 
to her, till she was so mean about the cape! but it 
was no use talking about it.’ Thus she rang the 
changes on this disagreeable theme the whole even- 
ing, never directly accusing me, but constantly letting 
me know how excessively disagreeable were the 
consequences of my advice! During the whole of 
our future residence under the same roof, not a day 
passed without some mention of her disappointment, 
and I had good reason to believe that in her eager- 
ness to regain the favour of Mrs. Williamson, she 
threw the blame on my shoulders, for Mrs, William- 
son suddenly left off speaking to me when we met, 
and though I neither loved nor esteemed her, I had 
no desire to make her my enemy. 

“As Southey says, ‘ Mysteriously the hand of heaven 
worked out its hidden way;’ actions the most trivial, 
apparently the most unimportant, have often a most 
singular influence upon our future lives, Tiace back 
the most important incidents of our lives to their secret 
sources, and say ‘if I had not gone there or done this, 
or if I had not gone there and didn’t do so and so, this 
would not have happened ;’ and you will often find what 
a trifle has affected your most important interests. 
For instance, I could prove to you that dressing a 
doll fashionably for your little cousin, was the remote 
occasion of your marrying Mr. Copeland.” 

“ How? my dear Mrs, Willet.” 

«“] will tell you; I remarked the circumstances at 
the time; you were visiting me, you know. To 
dress the doll handsomely you needed a piece of pink 
silk, and determined to go to the milliner’s to procure 
some. Despite the slippery state of the street, you 
persevered as you had an opportunity of sending 
it the next morning, and thought it would give so 
much pleasure to your little sick cousin. In return- 
ing, you slipped and sprained your ancle, which was 
the reason you did not go to a ball which you had 
promised to attend, and passed instead, a quiet even- 
ing with me. Had you been at the ball, you would 
in all probability, have never seen Mr. Copeland, who 
just called to see me previous to starting the next 
morning for the West, to which you are so soon to 
go. You know that after making your acquaintance, 
he suddenly discovered that it would be better to stay 
and ‘ wind up his business ;’ the rest you know. 

“ But apart from all that may look like levity, I 
will give you one piece of advice for general use; to 
govern your conduct throughout life. Do always 
that which is right, in preference to that which may 
appear more pleasing. Never do that of which you 
doubt the propriety, or the approval of your best 
friends, and never blame those of whom you have 
asked advice, when they have given it to you to the 
best of their ability. You are not bound to follow 
the advice given, unless your own judgment approves 
it; should the result prove unpleasant, it is as much 
the fault of your own judgment as that of your ad- 
viser. Though we can see the consequences of what 
we have done, we can seldom know what would have 
been the consequences of what we did not do.” 
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MY FATHER. 


BY MRS. LYDIA 


SHA. we not render thanks for him, 
Whose sorrows all are o’er? 
Whose footsteps leave the storm-wash'd sands 
Of this terrestrial shore ? 
Who to the garner of the blest, 
In yon immortal land, 
Was gather’d as the ripen’d sheaf 
Doth court the reaper’s hand. 


Yet precious was that reverend man, 
And to his arm I clung, 

*Till more than fourscore weary years 
Their shadows o'er him flung— 

Not lonely or unlov’d he dwelt, 
Though earliest friends had fled, 

For sweet affections sprang anew, 
When older roots were dead. 


There lies the Holy Book of God, 
His oracle, and guide, 

Where last my children read to him, 
The page still open wide ; 

Yet where he bent to hear their voice 
Is but a vacant chair, 

A lone staff standing by its side— 
They call—he is not there. 


He is not there, my little ones !— 
So suddenly he fled, 

They cannot bring it to their minds 
That he is of the dead ; 

Yet oft the hymns he sang with them, 
So tunefully and slow, 

Shall wake sad echo in their souls, 
Like parting tones of woe. 


There was his favourite noon-day seat, 
Beneath yon trellis’d vine, 

To mark the embryo clusters swell, 
The aspiring tendrils twine ; 

Or lightly leaning on his staff, 
With vigorous step he went, 

A little way among the flowers, 
With morning dews besprent. 


How dear was every rising sun 
That cloudless met his eye, 
And nightly how his grateful prayer 
Rose upward, warm and high; 
For freely to his God, he gave, 
The blossom of his prime, 
So, He forgot him not, amid 
The water-floods of time. 


The cherish’d memories of the past, 
How strong they burn’d, and clear, 

Prompting the tale, the listening boy 
Still held his breath to hear, 

How a young cradled nation woke, 
To grasp the glittering brand, 

And strangely raise the half-knit arm 
To brave the mother-land. 


Those stormy days!—those stormy days! 
When with a fearful cry, 

The blood-stain’d earth at Lexington 
Invok'd the avenging sky; 


10* 


SIGOURNEY. 


When in the scarce-drawn furrow 
The farmer's plough was staid, 
And for the gardener’s pruning-hook 
Sprang forth the warrior’s blade. 


The glorious deeds of Washington— 
The chiefs of other days! 
Another lip is silent now, 
That us’d to speak their praise : 
Another link is stricken 
From the living chain that bound 
The legends of an ancient race 
Our thrilling hearts around. 


We gaze on where the patriarche stood, 
In ripen’d virtue strong, 

How shall we dare to fill the place 
That they have fill’d sv long? 

How, on the bosoms of our race 
Enforce the truths they breath’d, 

Or wear the mantle of the skies 
That they to us bequeath'd? 


And ah! to think that breast is cold, 
Whose sympathetic tone 

Responded to my joys and woes, 
As though they were its own :— 

To know the prayer that was my guard, 
My pilot o’er the sea, 

Must never, in this vale of tears 
Be lifted more for me. 


There was no frost upon his hair, 
No anguish on his brow, 
Those bright, brown locks, my pride and care, 
Methinks, I see them now— 
Methinks, that beaming smile I see, 
In love and patience sweet, 
Oh father! must that smile no more 
My entering footsteps greet ? 


Yet wrong we not that messenger 
Who gathereth back the breath, 

Calling him, ruthless spoiler, stern, 
And fell destroyer, death ? 

His touch was like the angel's 
Who comes at close of day, 

To lull the willing flowers asleep 
Until the morning ray. 


And so they laid the righteous man 
*Neath the green turf to rest, 

And blessed were the words of prayer 
That fell upon his breast ; 

For sure it were an ingrate’s deed 
To murmur or repine, 

That such a life, my sire was clos’d 
By such a death as thine. 


But thou, our God, who know’st our frame, 
Whose shield is o'er us spread, 

When every idol of our love 
Is desolate and dead ; 

Father and mother may forsake, 
Vet be Thou etill our trust, 

And let thy chastenings cleanse the soul 
From vanity and dust. 
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THE 


CRIPPLE’S DREAM. 


A LEGEND OF THE FIFTH CENTURY. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF “MIRIAM,” &c, 


As the youth sat resting his distorted foot on its ac- 
customed cushion, with every-day objects about him, 
and the familiar faces of the veneruble Herocles and 
gentle Ianthe by his side, he felt that the emotions 
had fled with which he had listened to the predictions 
of a being, most august in appearance and preten- 
sions, on the lonely seashore and under the gaiher- 
ing shadows of twilight. Aware that he could not 
transport his hearers back to the spot where his 
own blood had been chilled with a superstitious 
awe, he shrank from repeating what would be heard 
with feelings so different from his own. It was 
not till the old man again passed his hand over his 
dark curls, saying in a tone of encouraging kindness 
—* Tell us all, Reuben !”—that the stripling dared 
proceed. When age is neither harsh nor unreasona- 
ble, and youth is open and confiding, how much 
mischief may be nipped in the bud! how may the 
very beginnings of evil be tenderly removed without 
inflicting a wound on the heart where as yet they 
have taken no root! “Tell us all!”’—Were that in- 
junction obeyed, how often might parents fondly lead 
back unsuspecting youth from paths where tempta- 
tion lies in ambush, and sin prepares her pitfalls !— 
Reuben did tell all, though the downcast eyes of the 
old man spoke a grave disapprobation ; and he mark- 
ed Ianthe shudder as he repeated the prophet’s ex- 
pression—* That shrunken foot shall rest on the 
Christian’s neck.” 

But his ingenuousness had not yet been put to its 
full test. When his narrative was ended, Ianthe sat 
silent, as if conscious that the affair was too serious 
for comment of her’s, and looked anxiously at her 
father. Herocles too mused a few moments, and then 
asked—“ Why didst thou wish to see this man?” 
Reuben was confused. “I scarce know;” was his 
low reply. “It might have been an impulse of boyish 
curiosity,” continued Herocles; “ but now thou hast 
seen him and heard him too, what dost thon think of 
him? Is he an impostor—a madman—or is he a 
prophet ?”—Again Reuben hesitated, and coloured 
deeply ; and after surveying him a few moments ear- 
nestly, Herocles resumed: “ There is then a shadow 
of doubt and uncertainty upon thy mind ?—Nay, 
Ianthe, do not clasp thy hands and bend thine eyes 
upon him with such sorrowful surprise. A calm in- 
vestigation alone can draw the truth from a perplexed 
spirit. Let him speak freely to us, as he hath done, 
ever since his tongue first lisped.” “I will, father!” 
exclaimed Reuben with energy, “for you are to me 
all that a father could be. I will tell you the whole 
truth. I longed to see him, partly, as you say, from 
idle curiosity ; I heard men and boys talk much of 
him in our streets; and they told many marvels of 
his eloquent discourse which stirred up multitudes to 
fullow him; and of the wonders that he wrought. 
Then, too, I have listened of late, until my heart 
throbbed, as Z:llah the beautiful Jewess talked of the 
former glories of her nation: how could I help re- 
membering that her nation was my nation? that a 


scroll found on the forehead of the poor foundling 
Reuben declared him a Hebrew, and that my face 
confirms it? Once, too, as Zillah looked on me with 
her dark sad eyes, I heard her say—* His parents 
would have joyed in him, but who—who are his 
parents?” Alas! how often since, as I have sat 
alone, that question hath sounded in mine ears 
and been echoed from my heart!—“ Who are his 
parents?” Father, you know that I love you, but 
must I not sometimes yearn to know those whom 
God made my own real parents? Can I help pining 
to ask why they cast me off ere I had words to sue 
for love, or a memory in which to treasure their 
faces? Is it wrong?” 

He looked at Herocles and Ianthe with such a 
mournful earnestness that they could not answer 
him, and he went on. “Then, too, I am not as 
other boys; they go leaping forth joyfully to their 
sports, while I lay this distorted limb and feeble 
frame apart in some nook, and as J watch their active 
games, and listen to their merry voices, my thoughts 
wander away, I know not where. Yet often are my 
dreams rudely broken; Christian boys scoff at me 
and tell me I was born a Jew; and Jewish boys go 
bounding past me with scornful glances because I 
have been bred a Christian; and my soul is often 
troubled by day and by night. So hath it been with 
me, father; and when I saw that Zillah believed this 
man a great prophet, it moved me to seek him. It 
seemed to me that if he were God’s messenger, he 
might bring truth to my mind and peace to my 
heart.” “And hath it been so, Reuben? hath thy 
soul been at peace since he talked with thee by the 
seashore ?”—“Oh no!”—«“ Did he say aught that 
might make thee a better man ?”—*« No, father, no.” 
“ Did he tell thee aught of thy past lot which hath 
hitherto been known to God alone ?”—« Nay, father, 
he spake only of those things to which our friends 
and neighbours have all been privy. The whole town 
knows that Herocles the rich Christian found me a 
deserted infant at his gate, and that from that hour” 
—his voice was choked for an instant, but he went 
on—*“ from that hour I have had a home and a 
father.”—« Did he prophesy aught of thy future des- 
tiny which lieth not within the reach of thine own 
efforts?” Reuben paused; “I know not; he told 
me I should be rich and great, but I covet not such 
a lot.”—*“ Thou dost not yet, my son; but if thou 
shouldst believe him, would not the thought dwell 
much in thy mind? Wouldst thou not begin to long 
for the predicted splendours? Wouldst thou not at 
last venture a struggle for what thou hadst begun to 


covet? Then would ambition aid in the fulfilment of 


that very prophecy which called it into being. My 
child, dost thou not see that the tempter, the crafty 
one, hath been with thee? that he who would kindle 
the fires of worldly passions in thy young heart can- 
not be a messenger from the pure God? He said 
thou wouldst become a Jew; did he tell thee how, or 
why ? did he utter one word to prove the faith of the 
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Christian false? did he not trust that superstitious 
credulity would check thy researches after truth, and 
that while thou shouldst labour under an awful im- 
pression that thy destiny was fixed, his words would 
work out their own accomplishment by a secret in- 
fluence on thy actions? He hath insulted thy under- 
standing by appealing solely to thy imagination. So 
doth not the true Master. My son, hear this man, 
if thou wilt; study him, the more closely the better ; 
imposture bears no near approach. But with him 
study the written records of the perfect teacher, even 
Jesus of Nazareth. Compare the life, the actions, 
the teachings of both; then tell me which came from 
God. Thou art no longer a child, even in years; 
and amid the infirmities of the body, thy mind hath 
ripened fast. In thine hours of calmness and soli- 
tude, read those simple records with care—and never, 
whether the down be on thy cheek, or the silver 
beard descend on thy breast, wilt thou rise up in the 
synagogue and call thyself a Jew!” 

Herocles rose as he uttered these words with fer- 
vour, and laying both hands on the head of Reuben, 
with a benediction, he passed from the apartment. 
Tanthe lingered, gazing wistfully on the boy, as he 
stood with his eyes fixed on the matted floor. Dis- 
creet as she was zealous, she felt that a single inju- 
dicious word at this moment might do harm; that 
an unskilful touch on the harp of many strings, when 
so highly tuned, might for ever mar some of its sweet- 
est chords. But as she paused under the soft light of 
the alabaster lamp suspended from the ceiling, her 
whole soul looking out from her face with the ex- 
pression of a guardian angel who beholds his charge 
threatened with danger, Reuben raised his eyes, and 
exclaimed, “ Fear not, sister !’—« Wilt thou heed 
our father’s injunction 7’—« I will indeed; this very 
night will I again peruse the life of Jesus Christ as if 
I had never seen it before. I will read as for life.”— 
A bright flush of joy passed over her face as she 
glided silently away; and as the sound of wooden 
bolts without told that the slaves were closing the 
house for the night, Reuben retired to his lonely 
chamber, to fulfil his promise in the stillness of 
midnight. 

Comparatively fresh from the hands of the simple 
men who wrote them, the various portions of the 
New Testament had already been framed into a vol- 
ume by the fathers of the church; and it had become 
what it has been for ages, the fountain of truth and 
virtue. The mists of centuries had not yet gathered 
thick over it; the true meaning shone out bright and 
unimpaired from every line of the gospels upon the 
youthful student. The manners they painted had 
not passed away; an oriental clime glowed around 
him, as around the beings of whom he read: many 
of the trees and plants, the garments, the diseases, 
the superstitions, the customs, the very phrases of 
every day use, which gave reality to the sketches, 
were familiar to him. His mind dreamed not of 
obscurities, and still more perplexing elucidations; 
the voices of Christans wrangling over disputed pas- 
sages had never reached the ear of the recluse in- 
valid; and what wonder if reading with new, intense, 
impartial interest, reading, as he said, “ for life’—he 
studied till he felt conviction stealing over his mind, 
and glowing in his heart! And in spite of all that 
time and man’s devices have done, have not those 
wonderful annals still the same power over him who 
reads in such a spirit ? 


The stars were growing pale in the eastern sky, 
when Reuben rose with a glowing cheek and bright- 
ened eye; and reverently laying aside the parchments 
on which the narratives of the Evangelists were traced 
in a beautiful Greek character, he cast himself on his 
knees. ‘The most susceptible thing on earth is the 
conscience of the virtuous; and those whose errors 
are fewest are ofien the readiest to reproach them- 
selves. In silence the tear of penitence rolled down 
his cheek as he revolved his meditated wandering 
from the Shepherd, the recital of whose holy life and 
cruel death had just thrilled him with love and pity; 
and in silence rose the aspirations of his grateful 
heart. 

When the young watcher at last laid his head upon 
the pillow, the scenes in which his fancy had just 
minglec, again rolled before him; but more and more 
confusedly as thought dissolved into dreams, He saw 
floating before him the dark barren mountains of 
Judea, the blue sea of Galilee, the solitary well of 
Sychar under a noonday sun; he saw many human 
forms acting over, in strange confusion, things of 
which he had read; but in every groupe, one figure 
which he longed to behold was still wanting. At 
last he found himself hurried on amid a throng of 
figures, where the strong and the fecble, the healthy 
and the diseased, were jostled tumultuously together. 
The vigorous were bearing those whose wan cheeks, 
sunken eyes, and listless limbs, told of the weary sick 
bed whence they had been taken. Vacant or won- 
dering eyes looked out from curtained litters that 
were carried past him; the blind touched him with 
outstretched hands as they groped along; the deaf 
and dumb gibbered in his ear with uncouth struggling 
sounds and rapid gestures; a glaring maniac broke 
from the grasp of two strong men, and rushed by 
him, rending his garments and uttering fearful howls ; 
while afar off under a cyprus tree stood the horrid 
leper, from whom all men turned away shuddering, 
Towards one spot pressed the ghastly multitude; 
every eye, that had sense in it, turned in one direc- 
tion; and presently there was a halt—a dead sstill- 
ness. The crowd surged to and fro; it divided; and 
a majestic figure advanced; yet even now he could 
not discern its features, so strong was the spell cast 
by his waking reverence over his sleeping vision. It 
paused beside a litter; he heard a cry from those 
about it,and saw the bony cheek and dim eye of the 
man who lay within, utterly changed as he rose and 
sat upright. The form came nearer; and the blind 
man, who stood at his side, started back and clasped 
his hands before his eyes with a loud exclamation, as 
if the dazzling heavens and earth had suddenly open- 
ed upon them. And now Reuben felt that his own 
turn had come, that a look of superhuman sweetness 
and penetration rested upon him, that an outstretched 
hand almost touched his breast. His heart beat vio- 
lently ; faith, hope, love tempered with awe agitated 
his whole frame; and as if in response to his unutter- 
ed prayer, he felt the miraculous power rush through 
his system. The foot that had never touched the 
green sod “ was whole ;” the distorted limb assumed 
its fair proportions; the shrunken sole was involun- 
tarily pressed with a firm and elastic tread on the 
earth, and the useless crutch fell from his grasp. The 
surrounding objects wavered and flickered; in a rap- 
ture of gratitude and joy he clasped his hands 
and awoke! 

Who can tell the bitterness of disappointment with 
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which he murmured—* was it only a dream?” But 
Reuben’s character was of a texture so susceptible to 
all good impressions, that even the wild and wander- 
ing fancies of a dream, when capable of yielding a 
spiritual blessing, were not lost upon him, For a 
time indeed he wept, in the weakness of human na- 
ture; then he again remembered the uses of prayer, 
and it brought what it never can fail to bring, a spirit 
of resignation. As he afterwards lay calmly musing, 
he felt that never from that night should he peruse 
the account of his Saviour’s miracles, and read the 
simple words—*“ great multitudes followed him there, 
and he healed them,” without a most vivid and thril- 


ling conception of the scene; and a corresponding ad- 
miration of the beautiful ministry of Christ. How 
many thousands read that same brief phrase, with 
but a vague image of all that it discloses! 

He did dot fail, too, to realize how much the moral 
deliverance he had that night experienced was more 
precious than restoration from any physical infirmity 
whatever; and that marvellous as were the God-at- 
testing miracles of Him who once walked the earth 
with power to cure the body’s worst maladies, far 
more blessed was the influence left behind him— 
able, age after age, to pour balm on the wounded 
spirit and cure the yet more fatal diseases of the soul. 


LOD Ge III 


Written for the Lady's Book. 


THE WIFE’S LAMENT. 


FROM AN UNPUBLISHED MS. 


BY T. H. CUSHMAN. 


Tne trump and the banner still lead him afar— 
Ambition, alone, seems his life-guiding star, 
And tones that I loved as the music of song, 
Now only to dreams and remembrance belong. 


And while woodlands brighten, too soon to decay, 

And flowers are passing like spirits away, 

I can but half liken their fate to my own, 

And think that hope, gladness, like them may be strown. 


Ah! can all the joys that so long I have felt, 
Like mists from the mount, into nothingness melt? 
The last look at parting, its sorrow divine— 
Can it fade from his bosom and cling but to mine? 


Be still my sad heart—he yet will return, 

And love's brightest torch more brightly shall burn, 
And thou, my young blossom! smile on in thy glee, 
No thought would I mingle of sadness with thee. 


Yes! smile—and its rapture my heart shall renew, 
T'll read in thy glance that the absent is true ; 

He called me his ever, his lip on my brow, 

I trusted then fondly—I’ll doubt him not now! 


And though founts of feeling may close not at will ; 
His mem’ry returns to my heart with a thrill, 

And let still for ever grief’s fountain awake— 

I well could bear madness, if borne for his sake. 
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EOLINE; OR THE WIND-SPIRIT. 


BY CHARLES BEECHER, 


CHAPTER I. 


Upon the Rhine in one of the most romantic parts of 
Germany, lived once a youth who had a desire to 
become a great musician. His father was the vil- 
lage blacksmith, of skill in his craft, and known even 
to the neighbouring metropolis for his art in shoeing 
horses, And the ring of the old man’s hammer, to 
which he whistled a lively accompaniment, was all 
day long heard from his shop at the foot of the hill; 
and the smoke from his forge curled up the side of 
the hill among the trees, and the furnace-fire gleamed 
across the still waters of the river even till after night- 
fall. But Karl was not like his industrious father, 
nor like his quiet mother, nor like any of his bro- 
thers, sisters, aunts, uncles, nor like any boys in the 
village. His mother used to say she knew not what 
to make of him. As for his father, after vainly try- 
ing to make him a blacksmith, he called him (more 
in sorrow than in anger) a drone, and went on ham- 


mering at his anvil and whistling, leaving Karl to 
take care of himself. This he did by wandering over 
the wild country, listening to the legendary lore of 
the peasantry, and often being gone for days together 
carrying sometimes a supply of provisions, at others 
trusting to his own skill in woodcraft, and the hos- 
pitality of the cottagers, Occasionally forcing his 
skiff far up the Rhine, he left it to float back again 
by day or by night, while he lay looking at the 
shores, at the skies, or at the celestial underworld in 
the waters, and thinking of nothing at all—at least 
nobody can say of what he thought. He was luxuri- 
ating in the sense of being and dreams of beauty ere 
yet the voices of passion had waked him. 

As to his conversation, it was admitted to be quite 
stupid; for the little that he said was generally dis- 
connected and unintelligible. « Alas,” thought his 
parents, “ his wits and his feet are equally wander- 
ing!” 
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This youth, as I have said, formed the resolution 
of becoming a great musician. How he came by 
such an an idea nobody knows—because nobody 
knows what beings, human, divine, or infernal he 
met in his wanderings, or what communion he held 
with them, What is certain is, that one evening 
after a three days’ navigation of the Rhine, he came 
home bringing music, and an old violin, whereupon 
he set himself to practice so diligently that many 
people declared that he neither ate nor slept—or 
hinted that when he did sleep, he hired some imp to 
keep his bow a-wagging. No more excursions—no 
more Rhine voyages—he stuck to his attic and be- 
came speedily a most intolerable nuisance to his good 
old parents. 

“1 would not be such a drone as thou for all the 
world,” said the old man to him when he sat resting 
aimoment one noon in the shade of a huge beech 
tree. ‘Thou makest noises that have no more mu- 
sic in them than my old bellows. Why if thou must 
fiddle, doest thou not learn a waltz or jig, of Hans 
the blind fiddler, and make us dance a merry measure, 
not sit there tweedling from the gutturals into those 
everlasting sky-flourishes.” 

“Yes!” said his good old mother, looking over 
her knitting, “and not worry my head off by thy 
hurry-pi-goes, thy harmonics, thy trills an hour long, 
thy seventh position, and I know not what position ! 
Heaven bless thee, thoul’t be a cripple for life, 
screwing thyself into so many horrid positions, One 
would think sometimes we had a monstrous humble- 
bee in the house, and at other times one would say 
that several cats were fighting each other’s eyes 
out.” 

Poor Karl! What said he to all this, and to simi- 
lar daily tirades? He shrugged his shoulders, mut- 
tered something about “ struggling genius,” and crept 
back to his attic. There seated upon a ricketty stool, 
before some impracticable combination of scientific 
difficulties, with a sad look, he toiled on. 

Thus passed several years, and Karl having pur- 
sued his purpose steadily though not silently, resolved 
all at once, to go to the city and signalize himself 
by performing in a manner unheard of. 

According to his usual custom, saying nothing to 
any one, he left his home, and wending his way to 
the city, presented himself at the domicil of a cele- 
brated musician. What dost thou wish?” said the 
benevolent old man with a smile of encouragement, 
“ Wilt thou study the violin? thou art weleome—I 
will teach thee.” “I wish,” said Karl abruptly, “ to 
perform a concerto.” “Indeed!” said the musician, 
eyeing him from head to foot: “So young—a con. 
certo? why my boy—but hold, let us hear what one 
so young can do,” Karl rehearsed a passage.— 
“ Bravo! that will do—thou shalt have thy wish— 
thou hast studied, I see—thou hast genius—yes to- 
morrow night thou shalt have thy wish. And mean- 
while, thou shalt be as mine own pupil, and as it is 
easy to see thou knowest not the world, call this thy 
heme !”" 

Karl was apparently lost in a reverie; for without 
saying a word, he continued looking in the musician’s 
face, and there was a tear in his eye as he said « Do 
you think I can play?” “ Play!” said the other 
touched by his simple modesty, “ Why my boy, we 
will make a Viotti of thee yet!” Karl knelt and 
kissed the hand held out to him, and went forth bur- 
dened with extacy. All that day and the next, he 





wandered through that great city, yet scarcely seeing 
or hearing any thing. He was ever running against 
people, stumbling over bundles, getting in danger of 
the horses’ feet, yet on he went, smiling and whis- 
pering. 

As the evening drew nigh, just before dusk he 
came again into the room of the musician, who was 
talking with several composers and performers, con- 
cerning the extraordinary boy, his skill, and his sud- 
den disappearance. 

“Here he is now!” said the musician, turning 
round and putting on his cap which he held in his 
hand; “ Why, we had well nigh gone to the theatre 
without thee. Come along there is no time to lose.” 
Karl seized his violin, and surrounded by the musi- 
cians, every one gazing curiously on him, at length 
reached the theatre. 

The novelty of the spectacle, the splendour of 
beauty, the enchantment of the gorgeous scene, to- 
gether with the delicious harmonies of a powerful 
orchestra filled his soul with an exalted joy. 

Presently the old musician beckoned, and trem- 
bling, Karl advanced to the centre of the stage. Why 
was that applause? Why were roses thrown at his 
feet? Was it that his extreme youth and timid beau- 
ty won the hearts his music should subjugate ? 

He seized his bow, and waked the slumbering har- 
monies of the instrument. ‘The hushed audience re- 
mained breathless with surprise, as leaving quickly 
his uninspired theme, and dashing on in the exulta- 
tion of the moment, he threw off a succession of 
variations wild and of a singular sweetness; ever 
increasing in intricacy as the excitement of his fancy 
increased, ‘The orchestral performers dropped their 
instruments and rose to gaze; fair and beautiful 
faces from every side eagerly turned to him not un- 
moved by his strains. At length, his soul all kin- 
dled, and now for the first time realizing its own im- 
mortal power of passion and of conception, broke forth 
within him like a voleano, prompting him to heights 
to which his yet limited mechanical powers could not 
go. ‘Tears were pouring from his own eyes; his 
bosom was heaving; and he launched forth into an 
attempt too, too difficult. He falters, hesitates, stops ; 
recommences, grows indignant, frantic, but in vain, 
His hand, his bow no longer obey his soul. At once 
with a look of despair, he dashes his instrument upon 
the stage, tramples upon it, and with a single cry of 
agony rushes forth; and to him the bursts of applause 
from the enthusiastic audience are but mockery of 
the keen anguish of his soul. 


CHAPTER II. 


Come to the banks of the Rhine! Come visit at 
eventide the solitary retreat of the youthful musi- 
cian. 

Upon a beautiful knoll reaching forth clad with 
ancient trees and flowering vines into the midst of 
the stream which girt it about in its swift embrace, 
at the foot of a lofty hill stood an old cottage. Here 
in his former wanderings had Karl often received 
warm-hearted hospitality. Here, now that the for- 
mer occupant had removed to another country, had 
Karl fixed his abode. A huge elm hung its weeping 
branches far above and around it; some of them 
trailing upon the bosom of the stream. When the 
evening rays streamed across the river through the 
wide casement, they lit with mellow radiance several 
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pictures, and himself a picture, the weary Karl recre- 
ating with his guitar after a day’s toil at the violin. 

Here he lived cut off from the world; alive only 
in the communion with the music of other days, and 
the music of nature. Here he was as quiet and con- 
tented as it was ever his nature to be, though he was 
often subject to moods of deep gloom, especially to- 
wards close of day. At length he constructed a large 
Eolian, and when the hour of weariness and despon- 
dency came, used to place it in the ample window, 
and ascending by steps which he had made into the 
old elm, sit till dark hearing the fitful harmonies, and 
imagining them the voices of unseen minstrels, 

When night came darkling around, Karl would 
betake himself to rest, first devoutly praying to God 
as he had been taught jn very infancy. 

With earliest dawn he used to begin his tiresome 
unintermitted toil with the bow; and throngh the day 
expend soul and strength in the study of his instru- 
ment. 

One evening, some years after the commencement 
of this life, Karl sat in the elm tree listening to the 
Eolian and combating the discontented feelings with- 
in him thus, “ Surely God has been bountiful to me 
in giving such talents as I do possess, and what 
though my conceptions and my endeavours far tran- 
scend my actual powers.—Yet is not this the very 
life of genius? Is it not this which renders my en- 
deavour unceasing, my courage invincible, my fame 
sure? Let me cease then to repine at my slow pro- 
gress; let me reflect that if by years of suffering I 
can at length express to mankind that of divine har- 
mony and love which is within me, I shall be indeed 
blessed. But yet, ah, I am alone! How IJ long for 
sympathy! How I yearn for a being with whom to 
commune! Is there neither of earth nor of air one 
that might come to answer me? Alas, from earth I 
shut myself out, and as to spirits—can I be credulous 
of the tales of my infancy ? Would they were true!” 
Karl thus grew visionary, and yearned for the super- 
natural. 

One night, as he lay asleep, he thought he saw a 
vision, as I shall relate. His Eolian (in his dream) 
lay upon the window-sill—he himself was resting 
upon his cot—it was evening, and he was about to 
arise and put his Eolian in the window, through 
which the soft moonlight was streaming, when a 
tone from one of its strings of peculiar sweetness ar- 
rested him. “ How is this?” said he (in his dream) 
looking up, “I thought that the window—ha !— 
whence comes that wind? See that string vibrate !” 
A strange awe crept over him such as he had often 
heard described as foretelling the approach of super- 
natural visits; his eye was fixed upon the gleaming 
chord as it continued to give forth what in music is 
called its harmonic octave, in doing which, the cen- 
tre of the string forms a point of rest, on each side 
of which the vibration is visible. Above the middle 
of the chord he saw a mist, which gradually formed 
itself into the appearance of a diminutive female 
resting the extremity of one foot upon the point of 
rest of the chord, with her arms floating in the air, 
and an etherial robe falling from her shoulder to her 
knees. Her face was extremely delicate, and more 
beautiful than any thing human. Her eyes, with an 
intense indescribable expression, were fixed upon his 
so earnestly that his heart beat violently, and his 
breathing became almost lost with emotion. He 
tried to speak, but could not. The spirit stretched 


her hand toward him, waved it thrice and smiled— 
the chord whereon she stood still giving out its thril- 
ling music, At length her voice rose upon his ear 
like the faintest whisper of the wind, and all it seem- 
ed to say was “ Eoline! Eoline!” When slowly the 
vision faded—the sound of the chord ceased, Karl 
awoke, and it was morning—and a breeze was 
sweeping across his Eolian which he had forgotten 
the evening before to remove. And as the murmur- 
ing harmonies rose and fell, he fancied he heard the 
whisper-like voice, “ Eoline! Eoline !” 


CHAPTER III, 


An, what a weary day was this to Karl! For the 
first time he found himself utterly rebellious against 
his wonted toil. The violin was to him harsh and 
unmanageable. He spent all the morning in gazing 
upon his Eolian, or in ascending the elm-tree, or in 
wandering among the trees of the dark hill-side, and 
hearing in each breeze the name of Eoline. 

A new power had arisen; no longer was his soul 
wholly obedient to the love of ideal perfection and of 
immortal fame. Love now spoke, and he felt with- 
in the intolerable eravings of vain desire. A desire 
not for something earthly, but for a certain exalted 
communion which he could not body to himself in 
words, which was as strange and high as his own 
soul’s aspirings—as wild and beautiful as the vision 
of Eoline. 

Late in the forenoon, while he was wandering and 
musing, a great storm arose, and the wind began to 
roar through the trees, the rain to descend in tor- 
rents, accompanied by thunder and lightning. Little 
mindful of this, but rather soothed than otherwise, 
by the music of the storm, Karl bent his steps to the 
river bank to look forth on its commotion. The 
waters were leaping about in the first fury of the 
wind. A small pleasure-boat from above came drift- 
ing towards the bank in spite of the efforts of the 
oarsmen to keep off. There were several persons 
therein, who looked upon the approaching shore with 
terror. The boat however struck safely—only empty- 
ing them all out among the shallow waves. The oars- 
men pulling the boat ashore crept beneath it for shel- 
ter, while the others, conducted by Karl, entered the 
cottage. They were a monk from a neighbouring 
monastery, an old musician and his daughter, all 
three thoroughly drenched and shivering with cold— 
so that Karl busied himself with kindling a sprightly 
fire upon the hearth, when having contrived for 
the three, seats around the blaze, he began to scruti- 
nize his unexpected visitors, 

The monk was a benevolent looking old man 
whom he had never seen before. But the face of the 
other caused him to start, and a flood of painful re- 
collections passed across him. It was the same who 
had accompanied him to the theatre. The girl was 
his only daughter. 

The old musician did not recognize in the study- 
worn countenance of Karl, that blooming boy who 
had songht him radiant with hope and inexperience ; 
so after a moment Karl regained self-possession. But 
there was one that knew him, though no sign escaped 
her. Bertha, the musician’s daughter, had been pre- 
sent at his reception, long ago by her father. She 
had noted the inapiration of his face—the nobleness 
of his bearing—she had heard the wonder of her 
father and of his visiters at the skill of one so young— 
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she had been witness of his failure at the theatre— 
a failure which was in the apprehension of the wise 
a triumph—because it was the soul outdoing the fee- 
ble body; and since that she had dwelt upon his 
image in the deepest recesses of her heart. 

After they had somewhat dried their dripping gar- 
ments, and were warm, they began curiously to look 
around them, Karl as curiously watching what the 
old musician would do. Presently he rose, and without 
asking leave, seized the violin, and preluding awhile, 
played a piece descriptive of the storm, and of their for- 
tunate deliverance. “Well, good youth,” said he, look- 
ing round, “ this is a noble violin of thine—this too is 
a pleasant home, a pleasant refuge in thy distress, may 
heaven fulfil to thee the grateful wishes of our hearts. 
But now pray let us hear thy skill who livest thus 
alone with thy music.” Karl took the bow and played 
a gentle air—gradually his theme became sad, and 
spoke of the past. The old musician appeared as- 
tonished. “ Surely,” thought he, “ I have heard this.” 
The youth grew more warm in his reminiscences, and 
at length struck forth one brilliant morsel which flash- 
ed upon the delighted old man the whole truth. In 
an instant the youth was in his arms, “ Kar]! Karl 
my son! where hast thou been?” and with a moist 
eye the old man gazed in his face. Bertha also 
arose with a look of warm affection, and seizing his 
hand pressed it to her lips, and said, “ My brother, 
wherefore dids’t thou leave us?” Then suddenly she 
resumed her seat blushing. 

And now sitting they conversed long, and Karl 
related to them his history, his manner of life, and 
the vision of the past night. ‘They were much sur- 
prised, and endeavoured to persuade him to return 
with them—since now the storm had cleared away, 
and they must proceed down the Rhine ere night 
closed upon them. “Come with us, Karl, my son, 
and thou shalt reign like a monarch in the hearts of 
all Germany, for thy soul is worthy.” “ And be- 
sides,” said Bertha, “ my brother Karl thou art lone- 
some here, and unhealthy thoughts and feverish im- 
aginings rise upon thee.” «Let the voices of thy 
friends prevail my son,” said the monk. “ Knowest 
thou not that these discontented thoughts, these un- 
natural longings of which thou tellest, these visions, 
and voices, are but the beginning of insanity engen- 
dered in thy brain by solitude and a too susceptible 
soul debarred from that communion with its fellows 
appointed by the good Creator ? Come with us, and 
it shall be well with thee.” 

Karl steadily disregarded their entreaties, though 
had it not been for the vision of Eoline he might 
have yielded to the three—but when he thought of 
the aim he had set before himself, and felt how far he 
was from its accomplishment, how he had just begun 
to scale the barriers of mechanism, which kept him 
from the sunny land of musical perfection, when he 
heard once more in the breeze the whisper “ Eoline,” 
he felt that his destiny was fixed. “ Bye and bye,” 
said he, “I will come to your city and see you,” 
and he went forth with them to the boat. 

The monk placed his hand on Karl’s head and 
blessed him, bidding him not to peril his soul by 
seeking prohibited communion, “Remember my 
son,” said he in a tremulous accent, “ Eternity is 
long !” 

The old musician embraced him silently. But 
Bertha taking a ring from her finger placed it upon 
his, though as she was doing it a sudden blast struck 


her almost into the water, had not Karl caught her 
in his arms, Then she said, “ If ever I can serve 
thee, this ring is my pledge to be true.” ‘They then 
departed, and Karl remained musing. The beauty 
and evident affection of Bertha were sweet and 
soothing, but he was not now capable of satisfaction 
in gentle emotions; nothing but a high and tran- 
scendent state could now reach his desire. He 
quickly disregarded Bertha and thought only of Eo- 
line. “QO would she but come again!” said he, as 
he placed his Eolian in the window, and lay upon his 
cot trying long in vain to sleep, that he might again 
behold the expected vision. At length lulled by 
the murmuring of the many-voiced winds he fell 
asleep. 


CHAPTER IV. 


Aaain the indistinct figure descended upon the chord, 
and smiled as she waved her hand toward him—and 
again the light of those eyes reached his heart. And 
now he became thoroughly convinced that though it 
was a vision, it was real, that the figure before him 
was a living being, and that his communion with her 
became possible only because his body was sleeping 
and his spirit disenthralled. He thought within him- 
self « Now I shall in vain, since I am asleep, endeav- 
our to speak aloud, but I will fix my mind upon her, 
and will my thoughts to become known to her—per- 
chance it will avail.” Thus then he willed to address 
her, *O most beautiful sprite, thou hast appeared to 
me in thy supernatural loveliness, either to afford me 
the bliss of such communion as I have hitherto pined 
for in vain, or to render me by regret ever after mis- 
erable. Tell me, what art thou, and why thou visit- 
est me?” Then he thought, that while a flush faint 
as the first colour of dawn overspread her transparent 
cheek thus her wind-like voice sighed forth,“ 1 am 
Eoline, daughter of the king of the winds, Thee 
have I seen many times as I flew across the blue 
sky, and lingered around thee, though thou knewest 
it not. Dost thou not remember the wind that drove 
thy bark to land when thou wast sinking on the 
lake? I was that wind. Hast thou not heard har- 
monies in the air, and in thy dreams? I was those 
harmonies—I was the blast which yesterday swept 
against the maiden whose ring thou receivedst.” 

Then did Karl reply in his thought, “ Spiritual 
Eoline, must I then never see thee but in my dreams? 
must my days be the misery of vain desire ?” 

She replied, “ Mortal, it is permitted me by the 
good God who rules the world of spirits in and out 
of the body, to assume mortality whenever one of 
thy race first shall consent with me to certain condi- 
tions.” 

« Name them—lI am ready to obey thee in every 
word.” 

“The daughters of our race live in the clouds,” 
said she, “ and in the air about earth; wherever we 
will, we go at pleasure—we are insensible to exter- 
nal ill, we are immortal. Should one of us become 
mortal, she forfeits her freedom, is exposed to sick- 
ness and death, and her life never continues later 
than that of the being to whom she is joined. Upon 
him she may confer possession of any power his soul 
most covets—first warning him, that thereby he is 
exposed to some dreadful future calamity—of the 
approach of which she can never more than once 
give him intimation. The power is his till the day 
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of his death. But he acquires also the power of see- 
ing all of our race, and we are multitudinous, when- 
ever they choose to appear, Until to-morrow night 
reflect on what I have said, and if thou wilt undergo 
the ordeal, thou shalt,” 

Thrice again the airy vision waved her hands, 
bending forward and smiling as she stood upon the 
central puint of the chord. Then growing pale, she 
vanished as before; the chord ceased to vibrate, Karl 
awoke, and it was morning; aud as before he thought 
amid the plaintive sounds of his harp, wooed by the 
morning breeze, he heaid the dying whisper “ Eoline.” 


CHAPTER VY. 


Kak rose in a strange condition. Unable to remain 
still, he was constantly changing his position, wan- 
dering from room to room, from the house to the 
river, from the river to the wood—so great was the 
exultation of his spirits from the night’s vision, 
He embraced every breeze with empty arms, and 
looking wildly up to heaven exclaimed with a tender 
gratitude,“ I have at length found that for which, 
without knowing it, 1 have always pined!” Then a 
new thought striking him, he hurried to the skiff and 
was quickly skimming toward the city. Now came 
rustling behind him a fragrant breeze, strong and 
constant, to which he raised his sail, for he thought 
“ Perchance it is Evline who sees whither I am go- 
ing.” And when he found that turn as the river 
would in its windings the breeze blew ever behind 
him, he knew it was she, and reached forth his arms 
to clasp the yielding air, whispering Evline! dear 
Eoline!” And the glad wind filled his swelling sail, 
and the waves hissed beneath his rapid prow. 

Kail found the old musician and Bertha at music; 
they joyfully welcomed him—and according to cus- 
tom handed the violin that he might share their en- 
tertainment. But Karl played alone—and such was 
the sympathy of their music-fraught souls, that they 
knew he had again seen Eoline. 

“Send now for the grey monk,” said Karl. So 
when he was come and their salutations were passed, 
the three listened to Karl’s recital till he thus con- 
cluded, 

* And now very dear friends, I crave your pre- 
sence to-night, at which time my fate must be de- 
cided.” At this the monk was sorely troubled, Ber- 
tha turned pale, and they all said many things to dis- 
uade him frum his project. 

But he said, “It is in vain that ye dissuade me, 
my most dear friends. I am not about any crime, 
that you should shrink thus from me. I worship 
God, and so does Eoline. She is his creature though 
hithertu not of our sphere. Now it is permitted her 
to become one of us that she may supply to me what 
otherwise my lonely spirit could never find on earth.” 

Then as they saw that they could not prevail, though 
they greatly feared that he would repent when it was 
too late, they went with him. 

Right up against the Rhine, then skimmed that 
light vessel, the monk and Bertha sitting before 
Karl, and the musician behind, facing them, The 
same balmy wind, always favourable, as Karl shifted 
the helm, filled the sail—and the divided waters 
foamed tiercely by. The three passengers crossed 
themselves as they saw that the wind was intelligent- 
ly fullowing their course, and the monk breathed a 
prayer and an exorcism. But when he saw that 


nothing ensued, he became tranquil. And pleasantly 
they conversed of the beautiful scenery upon the 
winding shores, and of what was above and below. 
Only of what was within them they spoke not—for 
too high was raised their anxious expectation. Ber- 
tha ever and anon turned upon Karl her dark, liquid 
eye with such a melting gaze of tenderness, of fear, 
and of pity—ah, could he note it unmoved? He could 
not; but every time her look began to cause an emo- 
tion within, the wind shook the sail, and he heard 
the whisper behind —* Eoline !"— 

When they reached Karl’s home, the wind ceased ; 
they left the boat, and soon were seated in the mu- 
sic chamber around a small table, whereon was set 
wine, dried fruits, and bread. They rcireshed them- 
selves and conversed in low voices till dark, when 
they all sang a sacred choral—more than once Karl 
started as he fancied he heard an unseen songstress 
joining the harmony. But it was ouly his Eolian, 
which now and then responded to a note of the song 
in unison with its own chords. Then after the monk 
had pronounced their vesper prayer and benediction, 
they retired to their respective apartments. All save 
Karl made a resolve not to sleep. But no sooner had 
they touched the rushes of their cots, than they were 
locked in a profound slumber. 


CHAPTER VI. 


Wuart now were Karl’s emotions? It were vain to 
attempt describing them. He merely said to him- 
self in a choked voice from time to time, “It is 
come! the hour has arrived!” And in his excitement 
sleep was impossible. Portents without also, in- 
creased his wakefulness. It seemed as though the 
beings to whose race Eoline belonged, aware of the 
approaching departure from their realms, were hold- 
ing a farewell festival. Whisperings and rushings 
as of wings, and moanings of the blast filled the 
night. ‘T’he gusts swept through the old forest with 
a sullen and increasing roar. Karl went forth to 
look upon the scene. The tall trees were swaying 
hither and thither and tossing their black boughs on 
high, and their massive foliage rolled about like waves 
of the sea. In the midst of them the just-risen moon 
was fitfully disclosed, like a fiery-red beacon. The 
river chafed and foamed white along its banks, and 
above the hill behind rose a black overhanging moun- 
tain of clouds. 

Filled with awe, Karl retired, commended himself 
to heaven, and lay down. As soon as slumber seal- 
ed his eye-lids, he saw already descending upon the 
centre of the gleaming wire, that exquisite spirit-form ; 
not so faint and indistinct as before she had seemed, 
but now perfect in every outline, vivid in every tint, 
matchless in every proportion, clad in dazzlu ¢ folds 
of celestial drapery—the regal purple and gold of 
cloud-land ; and the star which shone in the midst of 
her furehead was pale in the lustre of those eyes of 
unfathomable fire whose beams shot burning to his 
very soul—nor now was she alone. ‘The shadowy 
image of a gigantic spectre was at her right hand, 
and on every side above and beneath were wavering 
outlines of misty furms. These were the spirits of 
her race. “ Mortal!” sighed the vision, “ this is the 
third and last time, take me for ever, or see me 
henceforth no more.” 

And Karl doubting whether he were alive or dead, 
arose and knelt at her feet, “ Swear by the good God 
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whom we both adore, that until the last thou wilt be 
true!” And he said, stretching out his hands, and 
gazing enraptured in her face, “I swear!” Then, 
through the wide room was there a hurrying to and 
fro, of the gathered spirits. Eoline waving her hand, 
and saying with a mournful smile to them all, “ fare- 
well!” descended slowly, and began to glide within 
his embrace, he thought it but a mist—a breeze waft- 
ing odours upon time. 

But when her lip touched his, her bosom heaved 
against his, her arms clasped h:s neck, her eye flamed 
close to his, her breath warmed his cheek, he folded 
her to his heart, and at once found himself awake, in 
the midst of the chamber, holding in his arms no 
phantom, but breathing, palpitating, clinging, the 
fresh-created mortal Eoline! The cottage was rock- 
ing with a sudden whirlwind, raging without; “ Fear 
not,” said Eoline, “ it is but their farewell rejoicing,” 
and looking forth, he saw a thousand forms riding 
away upon the retreating winds. 

At the same moment, the door of his room opened, 
and in came the monk, the musician, and Bertha, 
pale and trembling at the noise which had roused 
them fearfully from their deep sleep. “My son,” 
said the monk, but then first behclding the form 
resting on Karl’s bosom, he stopped in dismay, and 
knew not what to say. But that cloud-descended 
figure, leaving its clinging hold of Karl, advanced to 
kneel at his feet, saying in a voice of inexpressible, 
but human sweetness, “ Holy man, I too am at last 
mortal—oh, give me a blessing!” Karl knelt at her 
side, and said, “ I have sworn to make Eoline mine 
till death—unite us, holy man, in sacred bands, and 
give us both thy blessing.” 

In a tone tremulous and low, hardly knowing what 
he said, bewildered by unaccountable impulses, the 
monk repeated the solemn words. And as the last 
word was spoken, across the still tide of the river 
shone forth the morning star, and they arose in the 
first blush of dawn—one by earth’s most sacred tie. 
Then the old musician came forward, and embraced 
Karl, and scarcely daring to touch Eoline, laid his 
hand upon her head, «God bless thee, mysterious 
guest!” said he, and turned suddenly aside. Bertha 
next approached, and gazing with humble admiration 
upon Eoline, at length fearfully embraced her, saying, 
«“ May thy destiny be like thyself, fair and joyous!” 
And now the morning star grew pale with the ap- 
proaching day. The birds made merry in the branches, 
and the pious monk said, « Let us go forth, and be- 
neath the blue heavens recommend ourselves to God, 
and pray for his blessing upon the deeds of this night. 

So they went forth. 


CHAPTER VII. 


Swrrtty then flew by the golden hours of that summer- 
day, as they all sat beneath the cool elm upon Karl’s 
turf seat, conversing upon themes spiritual and high, 
All regarding their new companion wonderingly, Karl 
scarce believing himself not yet in a trance, and fear- 
ful that Eoline would breathe herself away from him 
upon the first rising wind. But not a breath stirred, 
every leaf slept, the birds were silent. It seemed as 
though the spirits of her race were casting a hushed 
spell upon all nature, while she was in the first be- 
wildering lesson of humanity, with all its strange 
conditions, its weaknesses, its pains, its enthralments, 
that she might gradually learn to be enslaved in her 


ll 


frail prison-house, after being wont to roam at will 
the circle of the earth-embracing air. Right opposite 
to her and Karl sat the three guests, listening to her 
eager inquiries of human life. “And what is pain?” 
she said, “ spirits of our race know it not, save as we 
see and pity human suffering.” 

“ Daughter,” said the monk, “ may God lighten 
the lesson thou hast chosen to learn; thou wilt not 
long need to ask any of our race ‘ what is pain?’ It 
attends thy every future hour.” 

Bertha now eagerly demanded many things con- 
cerning her home in the cloud land, and concerning 
her race, and they listened reverently to her reveal- 
ings : “ In every breath,” said she, “which in summer 
stirs the leaf, in every sigh that comes through the 
grove you hear the motion of a spirit’s wing. Behold 
yon distant tree, which gently waves its topmost 
leaves; to me, and Karl to thee, are visible dim spirits, 
rocking and hovering amid its foliage!” 

The others started. Karl started, and now first 
felt a trembling reminiscence of the supernatural re- 
lations he had assumed. “ Yes, I see them,” he said, 
“ they approach!” She waved her hand, the tree 
became motionless, the spirits vanished, The others 
looked upon Karl with an uneasy sensation, for they 
seemed to feel that while Eoline had but partially 
assumed humanity, Karl had partially shaken it off. 
“ How else,” said they, “can he see what is to us 
invisible?” 

As the day declined they went to the boat, for 
their uneasiness in his presence increased, They 
began to fancy themselves begirt with many beings, 
whom, not seeing they could not tell whether to 
fancy lovely or fearful. So they prepared to sail down 
the Rhine; Bertha bidding Kar! farewell with a com- 
posed mien, but a wounded spirit. Her hope was 
crushed. Yet she thought “ Somewhat tells me that 
but for Eoline, he would be mine. Who can say 
that wearying of earth she may not vanish away sud- 
denly ?” 

Yet long they lingered on the bank, even till star- 
light, when bidding Karl soon come to the city they 
went. Karl then with Eoline stood watching the 
lessening bark till it was out of sight. Long time 
they looked out over the waters, over the land, upon 
the sky, and at last they turned to explore the sacred 
depths of each other’s eyes. “Oh Karl!” said Eo- 
line, as he folded her in his gentle embrace, “ What 
is this which I feel? Is this pain of which they spoke, 
this keen, quivering fire which thrills from thee 
through my very heart? Is this pain? for though I 
can scarce endure it, methinks I would have it end- 
less !” 

«“ No, Eoline,” replied the trembling Karl, « pain 
thou hast yet to learn, but never from me! This is 
pleasure, this is joy, this is rapture!” And raising 
his bride softly in his arms he bore her silently 
through the divine night to their chamber. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


In the morning Karl awoke and gazed with a holy 
joy upon the matchless creature who lay at his side, 
her tresses loosely flowing upon her swelling bosom, 
her transparent cheek flushed with her first sleep, in 
the existence of humanity. How long he gazed !— 
What thoughts crowded upon him? What is our 
fate? What awaits this daughter of the wind, heaven’s 
gift—my soul’s first rest? Unwitting as we both 
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are of earth or its ways, what shall be our lot, when 
she gradually gains a knowledge of her destiny; of 
what mysterious joys and woes are woven into the 
tissue of life; and will she not regret her cloud-land 
home? Will she not cease to love me?” He never 
once asked the equally momentous question, “ Shall 
I ever cease to love her?” 

And thus musing, he rose, and prepared for the 
first day of his no longer solitary life—solitary! when 
every time he looked forth he saw hither and thither 
flying some spirit of the air. But as they all smiled 
upon him, looking merry and beautiful, he soon felt 
at ease, and rejoiced at the new peopling of realms 
hitherto uninhabited. 

He prepared a simple repast, and drawing from 
the nook his violin, gazed thereon with a wishful 
eye. “ But no,” said he, “ not till she awaken.” And 
he sat watching at her side. “Is it thou ?” said she, 
as those tender orbs first unclosed upon him, “ where 
have I been? Methought I lay by thy side last night, 
but at once I found myself wandering as of old, in 
my cloud-land home, and thou wert not there—then 
sadly I said, + Alas, has it been all delusion? dd I 
but imagine I had entered the sensible world, and 
won for my own that beautiful mortal?’ then gathered 
about me all the spirits of my race, and greeted me: 
methought they inquired if thou wert unkind, that so 
soon I returned from thee, and at the supposition 
arose in wrath to hurry forth in search of thee. I 
affrighted, started up, but found thy arm yet around 
me—thyself at my side. After that I saw many 
confused things, and then came a deep void of which 
I have no recollection. What are these things 
Karl?” and he replied, “« Dreams, sweet one—thy 
first dreams in the life of mortality!” Then she 
arose, and together they worshipped. Ah, who would 
not envy the bliss of those gentle beings through the 
long sunny hours of that day? ‘Those hours spark- 
led in the circle of the hours of their existence like 
diamonds in a crown. 

Karl was lost in the delicious flood of new feelings 
that sprung up from the deepest fountains of his heart. 
All his desire after the transcendant in beauty, the 
supernatural in power, of thought and passion were 
at once met. His love for Eoline was an agitating 
compound of love, fear, wonder, admiration and wor- 
ship. He imagined that in the height of his extasy, 
he had reached that point whence nothing could 
cast him down; that being superhuman in his powers, 
he could bid defiance to the degrading changes of 
humanity. 

As for Eoline she was happy and sad. She re- 
membered her cloud-land home, her race, her freedom, 
and she felt her imprisonment. But she learned that 
there is in the love of a high-souled mortal, something 
more than is possible to spirits of air—something of 
divinity. “ Methinks,” she said, “thy spirit, Karl, 
is of a higher order than mine. We in our roam- 
ings through the air ofien are passed by other 
beings, not of our race, of loftier bearing, with that 
in their look upon which we may not gaze, in whose 
presence, such is the power of their very being upon 
us, we may not tarry. Often, oh Karl, when I meet 
the free outbreaking of thy soul, I shrink, and say to 
myself this is one of those loftier spirits, anciently 
free, now a prisoner, soon again to remount to pri- 
meval grandeur.” 

Let us leave them to the happiness of their unre- 
strained wanderings, over hill and glade, by river, and 


through forest, until months shall have lapsed by, 
until she become perfect in her lesson of fortitnde, 
and unti! he become in a measure familiarized with 
his happiness and his new powers. 

For, long it was ere Karl could at all re-awa- 
ken his ambition for musical supremacy, or regard it 
in any other light than a mortal passion which he 
had shaken off. Yet at last he began to find that 
he was mortal still. ‘Time was doing its irresistible 
work upon him 2s well as upon all thmgs around 
him. Before the close of one year Karl was rest- 
less, 

“ Why,” said he, “do I possess mortal endow- 
ments if they are ever to be hidden in solitude? Is 
it not mine to sway hearts, with a superhuman power? 
and what is such a power unused ?” 

In this first musing, could Eoline have traced its 
results, she might have read a prophecy of the future. 
Unaware of its tendency she sympathized in the feel- 
ing and stimulated it by her anticipations of his tri- 
umph, 

Karl was not one to live in a placid mingling of the 
heart’s rays in the soft sunlight of happiness; the rays 
came through the prism of his fantasy divided, and 
some one colour was ever most brilliant. He thought 
when first love threw its rosy hues upon existence, 
that this dominion should be perpetual, but he began 
to find the developement of his soul incomplete; that 
changes awaited him of which he had never dreamed. 
While he had been struggling by his own genius to- 
ward perfection, a sense of his inefficiency had chas- 
tened his spirit—a view of the almost endless path 
before him left him never unstimulated to exertion. 
But suddenly placed at that point beyond which hu- 
manity might not proceed, with a sense of absolute 
sway, caine pride, and a thirst for the incense of 
hearts, His mind was unsettled because its stimula- 
ting desires were gratified. He could no longer as- 
pire. He could no more idealize. He must descend 
to reap the fruit of the realization of past idealizings. 
Karl went to the city. The old musician and Rertha 
received him most affectionately, and looked upon 
Eoline with long and earnest scrutiny. The inten- 
sity of her beauty was veiled, shining throngh that 
most touching expression in woman, of submissive 
dependence. 

Karl became at once the deity at whose shrine the 
world strove who should pay most homage. Such 
were his performances, that naught hitherto most 
beautiful and difficult in music seemed worthy of re- 
gard. Such immense feats of skill as no other per- 
former had ever conceived were thrown off by him 
as trifles—mere ornaments to the grand flow of his 
ideas, It was not for arpeggios, harmonics, pizzi- 
catos, trills, and the entire array of difficult follies for 
which he cared. It was the altogether unearthly 
quality of his tones, which seemed more like the 
utterance of a being’s own voice, than mere musical 
sounds, It was the impetuous flow, the sublimity of 
his conceptions—the lightning rapidity, the absolute 
certainty of all his varied effects. During all his 
performances Bertha observed that from the first 
sound of his bow, Eoline became pale, cold, motion- 
less as a corpse—indeed, a terror seized her at the 
thought she was dead, and she tried to procure assist- 
ance, but none in that audience heard aught but the 
magic strains of that strange instrument. When Karl 
ceased, Evline immediately appeared as before. To 
all Bertha’s questions she returned no reply, except 
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to beg her to pay no regard, with which she found it 
too easy to comply. 

Karl now was intoxicated with that pernicious 
draught, most sweet, most fatal to man, power. He 
beheld himself a god worshipped by crowds of enthu- 
siastic yotaries, calling forth at will their innermost 
hearts. 

Eoline saw with dismay that he now treated her 
as secondary where she had been first; from that 
moment her eyes were opened, and she saw the im- 
pending future, and the too sure results of her own 
doing. 

Could she but have dreamed this! 
whom she had imprisoned herself in the midst of 
death, upon whom she had conferred the very powers 
that rendered him immortal; that he should glory in 
those powers and in the incense they drew; that he 
should think carelessly of herself! Her soul over- 
flowed with an unutterable agony, “ Karl! my be- 
loved, let us return to our first home; I weary of this 
great city—I weary of its sights and sounds—I weary 
of absence from the spirits of my race, who seldom 
sweep through the tainted airs of the city, or delight 
to hover over its gardens and groves—oh let us re- 
turn!” Karl’s reply was only this, so had the greed 
of applause steeled his heart, “ And what then would 
avail my supernatural power—lI could not cause the 
rocks and the trees to follow me.” 

The heart-stricken Eoline only once, as was per- 
mitted, gave Karl warning of the future. “ And what 
then wilt thou do, when finally I leave thee, and thou 
lose that wherein thou now gloriest ?” Karl presump- 
tuously replied, “'That which is part of myself, or 
rather, which is my very self, I can never lose!” So 
Karl became greatly independent of Eoline, loving her 
not as she required, but only as men ordinarily love. 

At the same time he became more dependent upon 
Bertha, who not only loved him for himself, but wor- 
shipped him for his genius—she ministered that subtle 
incense which Eoline could not. ‘The one was the 
origin of his power, the other the subject. ‘The one 
could not adcre him for it—the other did, most fer- 
vently. 

As Karl exerted his power among men, he gradu- 
ally assimilated himself to them. LEoline remained 
unchanged. Hence, without effort, he could not 
commune with her soul, but recurred to more human 
converse with Bertha. Yet, when the memories of 
the past came over him, he felt bitter remorse and 
self-degradation—* How art thou fallen, O Lucifer, 
son of the morning !” 


What! he for 


CHAPTER IX, 


One evening Karl announced his unexpected resolu- 
tion to set out on a musical tour to visit the principal 
cities of Germany. The homage of one began to 
grow stale. The old musician joyfully proposed to 
accompany him. But Eoline at once opposed pas- 
sionately his going. “ Karl, my beloved,” said she, 
weeping, “I implore thee, go not, I languish, I die 
for our *calm river home. Once thou lovedst me 
more than fame and the world. Oh return with me! 
oh return!” and she knelt at his feet, embracing his 
knees. «Return, or if thou goest, leave me behind 
thee, and that for ever!” 

He gazed with surprise upon her violent agitation, 
little discerning its cause, but repressing the risings 
of tender pity, he yielded to his proud impatience say- 





ing, little wotting what he said: “Stay, if thou wilt 
stay; we will go,” and he glanced at Bertha, whose 
eye dilated with joy. 

With a pallid cheek and a tearless eye, Eoline, 
rising, gazed one instant distractedly in his face, then 
saying only “farewell,” fled to the open window, and 
precipitated herself from the balcony. Karl sprang to 
prevent her, but too late; he rushed down the stairway, 
but was met at the door by a blast that dashed him 
senseless upon the floor, and which drove back the 
musician and Bertha. 

Karl was not easily restored, and raved wildly, in 
recovering, of an old man of fierce frown who had 
dashed him backward. 

They went forth, they sought, they sent; the night 
passed, but no Eoline. Inthe morning Karl resolved 
to visit the cottage, and permitted Bertha, at her 
urgent entreaty to accompany his search. All the 
way upon the river, he was baffled by sudden gusts, 
driving him from his course, making him row twice 
or thrice the same distance, often threatening entirely 
to whelm him in the waves. 

Karl looked fiercely forth, aad cursed the spirits of 
the storm, for his imperious soul was enraged at their 
assumption of sway over him. His utmost toil was no 
more than sufficient to bring himself in sight of the 
cottage by evening, and there landing, they hastily 
went forward to enter the well-known door, “ If she 
be not here,” said Karl hurriedly, “ she has deserted me 
for ever!” ‘The house was empty, and the only 
sound within its empty walls was the wail of the 
Eolian. 

Karl went forth to the grove, while Bertha sat 
within, and as she listened to that harp’s low murmur, 
though no wind was stirring, she timidly called aloud 
“Eoline! Eoline!” But there came no answer. 
Karl returned and his look told Bertha how fruitless 
had been his search. He, on his part, was startled 
to see in her eye a single fiery ray which spoke. of 
joy; he became greatly agitated, the power of pas- 
sions never controlled, was within. Each understood 
silently the mind of the other, and shuddered at their 
great but seductive danger. They hastened to fly. 
But the premature evening was wrapped with clouds, 
and sudden gusts proclaimed the approach of a tem- 
pest. They hastened to the boat—lo! it was drifting 
in the mid-river, whither the winds had borne it. 

And as the winds arose, and began to howl through 
the forest, and the branches of the huge trees to 
creak and groan beneath the coming storm, Karl saw 
from far, on every side sweeping toward him as a 
focus, myriads of frowning spirits of the blast. In 
desperation he snatched Bertha and bore her within 
the cottage, and sitting down with the half-fainting 
girl in his arms, listened to the burst of the tempest 
in all its sublimity. 

That night! that fearful, maddening, remorseful 
night, stamping the souls of the innocent with guilt, 
while around them were the revels of triumphant 
demons. 

When the morning light, calm and blessed as though 
storm and sin had never been upon earth, met their 
eyes, they shrunk from its ray. Looking upon one an- 
other with mingled fear and sorrow, they went forth— 
as they went, behold Eoline stood there pale and weep- 
ing before them! “ Karl!” she said, “ beautiful, be- 
loved, faithless !—betrayed, alas! by that I myself gave 
thee—thou hast broken thy vow—thy doom awaits 
thee—thou wilt see me in life no more!” and she 
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vanished ; but upon every breeze that floated by, Karl 
heard the mournful echo, “ No more! no more !” 

They now found their boat restored to its moor- 
ings—they returned to the city—the monk was call- 
ed—and in a few hours, Bertha was the wife of Karl 
the perjured. 

In such a rapid flight of events, man lives years 
in a single day, and it would be vain to describe the 
chaos which formed now the mind of Karl. Amid 
shame, remorse, and a secret dread of coming ill, was 
still an unworthy self congratulation at his unshackle- 
ment from a connexion which interfered with his 
increasing ambition, and bound him to supernatural 
life. 

He tried to call what was passed as others used to 
do, a mere feverish dream, and to convince himself 
that at last having awaked, he was calling out his 
better nature in a healthy human career. 


CHAPTER X. 


Tuat evening the theatre was crowded to overflow- 
ing, for news of Karl’s intended tour was rumoured 
abroad; this was his farewell. On the morrow with 
his bride and her father, he was to commence his 
triumphal progress, 

He came, and a thunder of applause shook the 
building. Tall, pale, intellectual, he stood one instant 
meditating, then raising his bow, he dashed it upon 
the strings. ‘The audience screamed with delight— 
they rise—they lean forward—they strain every sense. 

Now! O those intensely thrilling wails of misery! 
They are dissolved in tears. Now!—hatk !—that 
howl of fury—every forehead is knit with a frown— 
and eyes kindle with rage. Anon, laughter loud and 
irrepressible convulses all. “ What magician is this,” 
said the old musician, “ what new display is this of 
his superhuman energies? Before, he hath enthralled 
us, bound and carried us captive, now he seems but 
to be dallying with us. He provokes us to tears, and 
in an instant contradicts us into mirth. All moods 
throng upon his bow—all mingling conceits rush 
from his wizard hand. What shall be next?” 

Thus did they adore his power, little wotting that 
this incoherency was the fatal forerunner of his 
doom, that the lamp was throwing up fitful flashes 
ere it went out for ever. Karl himself was in amaze. 

Where now was that power of which he vauntingly 


said that it was his very self and could never be lost. 
He found himself progressing furiously from theme 
to theme, mixing without regard to congruity, the 
beautiful, the grotesque, the sublime, the ridiculous, 
the exquisite in pathos, and the execrable in discord. 

He strove to pause, but no, he must go en—his 
bow, like a living thing, darted hither and thither 
with lightning strokes—he strove to command his 
thoughts to restore order. He caught glimpses of a 
noble thought, pursued it, and found himself uttering 
accursed howls; and now the audience changed from 
admiration to wonder, from wonder to awe, from 
awe to terror, for they saw that it was no longer a 
sane mind that gave forth those notes. The violin 
seemed to them to dilate—to become alive—and its 
screams were like the screams of torment of the 
damned. When suddenly, a great sound shook the 
temple, the windows were shattered inward, the doors 
flung wide open, the lights extinguished—in rushed 
the thronging spirits of the Blast, innumerable—un- 
seen, save to the eyes of the miserable Karl, upon 
whom they scowled in fiendish malignity. They 
gather him round—they raise him in their whirling 
flight—the spectre instrument still uttering its har- 
rowing shrieks of despair. ‘There is heard a single 
human cry, a heavy fall, and all is still. The lights 
reillumine—they wake from their trance—they gaze 
around. 

There, in the centre of the stage, lies the insen- 
sible Karl—the old musician holds his head, Bertha 
bends over his pallid face— 

“To the cottage,” said he, and was again sense- 
less. 

Thither they bore him, attended only by the monk, 
the weeping Bertha, and her father. They laid him 
upon his cot, and waited the passing of his spirit, the 
monk meanwhile saying prayers for his soul. 

A sudden sound came from the Eolian—a single 
string was seen violently vibrating—Karl by a spas- 
modic effort, sat up, and gazed fearfully forwards— 
« Eoline !” gasped he, and fell back—the chord snap- 
ped asunder, They looked in his face—he was dead. 

And there they buried him beneath the old elm. 
And ever since, when the wind mournfully sighs 
through the branches, may be heard a faint Eolian 
wail, and they say 

“Tt is the spirit of Eoline moaning above the 
grave of her faithless husband.” 
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THE PHILOSOPHY OF AUTUMN. 


BY PROF. W. J. WALTER, 


Prorvston walks the laughing earth: 
Boon Nature seems reposing, 

For she has filled all hearts with mirth, 
In thrift her hand ne'er closing. 


Hark ! how the hills re-echo round 
To swains, whose toils are ended, 

While with their harvest-homes, the sound 
Of village pipes is blended. 


Yet, 'mid the riot of this hour 
Are future cares not banish'd, 

Nor ‘midst this overflowing store, 
Have thoughts of prudence yanish'd. 


The needful swain reserves a part 
For coming Spring selected :— 
There is a seed-time of the heart, 

Oh, be not that neglected! 
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“ Estrange her once it boots not how, 


By wrong, doubts, falsehood—any thing that tells 
A change has come upon your tenderness, 

And there is not a high thing out of heaven 

Her pride o’ermastereth not.”’—- Willis. 


« ConGRATULATE me, Ormesby, I have at last found 
the object of my lifelong search; I am going to be 
married.” 

«JI do congratulate you, with all my heart, my 
dear Frankfort,” returned his friend, “for if your 
experience of wedded life should equal mine, your 
only regret will be that you have so long deferred the 
period of its enjoyment.” 

« Ah, if I had been situated as you are, Ormesby, 
I should have married long ago.” 

“ Do you mean to say that if you had been a young 
physician, struggling against the storms of fortune, 
you would have shared your poverty with a wife, 
when as the heir of a rich merchant you have shun- 
ned marriage as if it had been a pestilence?” 

“ Yes, for had I been poor I should have been 
sure of meeting with disinterested affection.” 

“TI have often wondered,” said Ormesby, “ how it 
was possible for you to be so distrustful of yourself, 
and so destitute of all faith in woman.” 

“The reason of my self-distrust is too evident to 
need explanation,” said Frankfort, smiling bitterly, as 
he glanced towards the mirror which reflected his in- 
telligent but not handsome countenance, “mine is 
not a face that ‘ limners love to paint, and ladies to 
look upon;’ and I value not the ‘golden opinions’ 
which my wealth can buy.” 

“You do yourself injustice, Frankfort, with your 
gifted mind and high-toned feelings, you might easily 
win the love of woman, despite your swarthy brow 
which you just now regarded with so much scorn. 
For my own part, I do not believe that beauty is the 
most powerful of all spells over the affections, It 
has a magic power of attraction, but it requires the 
aid of some more enduring charm before it can re- 
tain the love it awakens.” 

«“ You know but little of woman’s nature, Ormes- 
by; a smooth cheek, a bright eye, a rosy lip, would 
win her from her allegiance to an angel. I have 
seen too much of society to be in doubt as to my 
own position in it. I can fully appreciate the civili- 
ties of ambitious mothers, and the allurements of 
fashionable daughters, for I well know that girls, 
educated according to the modern system, would not 
hesitate to marry ‘le Diable boiteux’ if he had my 
broad lands for his heritage.” 

« Why you have grown as suspicious as an old 
miser, Frankfort; you can surely have had no cause 
to harbour such evil fancies.” 

“ Have I not, Ormesby?” said Frankfort, in the 
low tone of suppressed indignation, “listen to the 
tale of my experience in woman’s faith, In the days 
of my early youth, I met with the beautiful Emily 
B——, the only child of a fashionable but dowerless 
widow. ‘The charms of her person were enhanced 
by the frank and artless manners which suited so 
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well with the almost childlike delicacy of her fea- 
tures and complexion, I loved her with all the fer- 
vour of boyish affection, and was fool enough to 
fancy that my feelings were reciprocated. I offered 
her my hand, was accepted, and only waited until I 
should become of age to take possession of my es- 
tate and to claim my beautiful bride. There wanted 
but one week of the long anticipated time, when I 
learned on what a precipice I stood. Before she 
knew me, Emily had plighted her faith to a young 
officer in the navy, and it was his prolonged absence 
in the Mediterranean, which had afforded her the 
opportunity of making a wealthier alliance. A letter 
from the indignant lover gave me the first intimation 
of her falsehood, and with it he sent a packet of let- 
ters, received from her during the first months of my 
acquaintance with her, in which allusions the most 
degrading and insulting were made to me; my per- 
sonal defects were depicted in the most glaring co- 
lours, my devotedness was unsparingly ridiculed, my 
boyish passion derided, and sentiments of the most 
unchanging affection were expressed towards her 
absent lover. Then came others of a later date, 
hinting of maternal influence and poverty, and the 
necessity of keeping up an appearance in society, 
Finally, the correspondence was closed by a short 
and cold billet bearing date long after she had con- 
sented to become my wife, and containing sundry 
good and cogent reasons why my birthright of fertile 
acres should be preferred to the heritage of him who 
was destined to plough the barren waves. I enclosed 
the packet in an envelope to Emily, and adding a 
note which simply stated that my reasons for de- 
clining the honour of her alliance were fully ex- 
plained in the letters, I bade her farewell for ever. So 
ended my dream of woman’s faith, Emily after- 
wards found a third fool on whom to practise her 
arts, and is now, I am told, an exemplary wife and 
mother. Exemplary forsooth! her outset in life 
was one series of falsehoods, yet is she now, to out- 
ward seeming, a model of propriety. Such is my 
experience, Ormesby; can you wonder that I am 
somewhat slow of belief now?” 

But is it just, Frankfort, to condemn the whole 
sex for the faults of one deceitful woman? It is 
not in fashionable society that one must look for 
perfect integrity of character. The conventional 
forms prescribed by etiquette are so full of deception, 
and there is so much petty hypocrisy constantly prac- 
tised in the intercourse of daily life, that the snow- 
white purity of truth is soon sullied, if not destroyed.” 

* T am aware of that, Ormesby, and therefore it is 
that I have fled from the gay world, choosing rather 
to seek my wife amid the shades of rural life.” 

« And pray where did you find the paragon, who 


alone could satisfy your fastidious taste ?” 
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«I may as well follow the advice given in the 
French fairy tale, and commence at the commence- 
ment. You know it is now two years since I re- 
turned from my long sojourn on the continent, but 
you cannot imagine with what weariness I had long 
looked upon all the allurements usually offered to 
travellers abroad. My eye was completely sated 
with pictures and statues, palaces and cathedrals—I 
was annoyed by the perpetual presence of * gens 
darmerie,’ disgusted with the filth and coarseness of 
the ‘ most refined nation in the world,’ and tired of 
the frivolities and vices of the great capitals of Eu- 
rope. I longed once more to breathe the free air of 
my native land; and as soon as I set foot upon the 
shores of America, I commenced a tour of the Uni- 
ted States. After a year’s sojourn amid all kinds of 
people and every variety of scenery, I was returning 
to my long forsaken home, when a droll incident be- 
fell me, while passing through New Hampshire. 

“TI had left my servant and carriage at the town 
of , and with a small valise,a fishing case and a 
few books, turned off from the high road to the 
pretty village of Merrivale, where, I had learned, I 
should find excellent trout fishing. On my arrival at 
the quiet little inn, I soon perceived that I was an 
object of especial attention and curiosity. This was 
to me quite unaccountable, for my dusty dress and 
diminutive portmanteau were not very great provoca- 
tives to interest, among that class of people who esti- 
mate a man’s importance by the weight of his bag- 
gage. However, I was not allowed to remain long 
in doubt. I had barely time to perform my ablutions 
and return to the bar-room, when I was thus accost- 
ed by the host: ‘Glad you are come, sir; we heard 
you were taken sick, and were afraid you would not 
get here.’ I stared. ‘Our poor old master is going 
fast, sir,” continued Boniface, “ and he is very anxious 
to see you; I believe he thinks the school won’t get 
on unless he tells you all his plans and regulations.’ 
In a moment I saw into the whole mystery, and was 
smiling at the odd mistake, when the door opened 
gently, and a young girl timidly entered. ¢ Ah, here 
comes little Ally,’ said the worthy host, ‘I thought 
the old man would be in a hurry to see you when he 
heard you had come; how is your father this even- 
ing, Alice?’ ‘He is a little better, sir,’ said the girl, 
* but he is so impatient to see the new master, that I 
thought I would step over and ask the gentleman if 
he would be kind enough to come to-night.’ ‘I dare 
say he will, Ally,’ said the garrulous landlord. * You 
see, Mr. Smith,’ added he, turning to me, “our old 
schoolmaster has had a paralytic stroke, and it has 
made him quite helpless, but he still feels an interest 
in the school he has taught for so many years, and I 
guppose he wants to see if you are as good a scholar 
as you were represented to be to the commitiee.’ 
All this time, Ormesby, I was gazing at the fair crea- 
ture who stood before me. Imagine a delicate and 
graceful girl of some seventeen summers, with a face 
of almost infantine freshness and beauty, peeping from 
under a coarse cottage bonnet, and you will have 
some faint idea of the first appearance of Alice Grey, 
It suddenly came into my head to carry on the farce, 
at least for a little while, and having discovered, by 
dint of judicious questions, that no one in the village 
had ever seen the expected Mr. Smuh, { found no 
great difficulty in assuming his character, {[ accord- 
iugly accompanied the pretty Alice to her home, It 
was a low one story cottage, almost overgrown with 





honeysuckle and ivy, and would have been very pic- 
turesque but for an unsightly building projecting on 
the side, which I afterwards ascertained to be the 
village schoolhouse. When we arrived at the door, 
Alice left me a moment, but returning almost imme- 
diately, led me into a small, neat apartment, where, 
reclining on a low bed, supported by pillows, I found 
her father. ‘The old man closed the book, (a volume 
of Euripides,) from which he had been reading, and 
extending his hand, feebly expressed his pleasure at 
my arrival. As I looked on his expansive brow, his 
clear eye, and the long white locks which fell upon 
his shoulders, I thought I had never seen a finer or 
more intellectual head. He had been for twenty 
years the schoolmaster of the little village of Merri- 
vale. Arriving there, wearied with the turmoil of a 
busy world, for which his meek spirit was little fitted, 
he had married there, and was now about to die 
there. His wife and two children had preceded him 
to the tomb, so that Alice was the only tie that 
bound him to life. 

All these circumstances I learned in the course 
of our conversation, and I also found that the old 
man, paralysed as he was, (for the lower half of his 
body was completely helpless,) still endeavoured to 
attend to his pupils. He could not bear the thought 
of having his school dispersed ; his bed was therefore 
placed immediately at the door leading to the little 
schoolroom, and he was in the ha'it of calling up 
the classes as regularly as when he presided at his 
well-worn desk, while he deputed to the gentle Alice 
the task of keeping order among the motley assem- 
blage. 1 was strangely interested in the simple- 
hearted old man and his pretty daughter, and as I 
listened to his plans regarding his pupils my heart 
smote me for the deception I had practised. I saw 
he would be sadly disappointed if informed of his 
mistake, and I knew that in his precarious state, a 
slight degree of agitation might cost him his life. I 
therefore determined to continue my personation of 
the new master, at least until the real Simon Pure 
should arrive. I accordingly despatched a note to 
my servant, directing him to make his way to New 
York and there await my coming, while I laid aside 
for the time all the luxuries to which I had been 
accustomed, and became the inmate of the “ master’s” 
house. 

Imagine me, if you can, Ormesby, seated at an old 
and most curiously whittled desk, and giving lessons 
to about a dozen flaxen-headed rustics, together with 
perhaps twice as many rosy cheeked damsels. I 
doubt whether all my philanthropy would have in- 
duced me to humour the joke for any length of time, 
had it not been for the pretty Alice. Her influence 
was all-powerful among the pupils, The raising of 
her finger and the glance of her eye towards the old 
man’s sick bed was sufficient to restore order at all 
times, and as her father still chose to hear the reci- 
tations of the classes my labours were but light. The 
education of Alice had been carefully directed, with 
a view to her obtaining her future subsistence as a 
teacher, and the old man begged me to give her my 
especial attention. This was no difficult task, for 
her quickness of perception and rapid flow of thought 
made instruction a pleasure. I soon found it was 
far more agreeable to construe Virgil with Alice, than 
to explain the rules of arithmetic to the young far- 
mers, and many an idle hour did the indolent scholar 
obtain, while I was mending pens or setting copies 
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for the pretty villager. My only fear was that the 
real Mr. Smith would make his appearance, but, hav- 
ing learned his address, I wrote privately to ascertain 
the state of his health, and found he had been com- 
pelled to seek a southern climate, so that I no longer 
stood in dread of appearing as an impostor before I 
was ready to state the truth. However, I soon be- 
came heartily tired of my new freak of folly and 
should scarcely have continued it so long had it not 
been for the pleasure I found in watching the noble 
impulses of a pure and unsophisticated mind. But 
why make a long story about it. I have wooed and 
won Alice Grey under the guise of a poor school- 
master, and not until she is bound to me by irrevo- 
cable ties will she know the brilliancy of her destiny.” 

“And her father ?” 

«“ He gave us his blessing, and is quite content to 
see Alice the wife of his successor.” 

« But are you prepared, Frankfort, for the many 
ill-natured remarks to which the slightest taint of rus- 
ticity in your village bride will give rise ?” 

« Certainly; I care not a pin’s worth for the criti- 
cisms of the fashionable world. Alice is quiet, lady- 
like, and gentle; if she lacks the mincing airs of the 
boarding school dolls of society, she possesses a sim- 
plicity infinitely more attractive.” 

“Do you not fear the influence of gaiety and 
fashion upon a mind so totally ignorant of the allure- 
ments of the world, Frankfort? Many a clear eye 
has been dazzled by unwonted brightness.” 

«I will tell you frankly the state of my feelings, 
Ormesby. I look upon my marriage as an experi- 
ment. I am thoroughly wearied of the life I have 
led for the last twelve years, and I am willing to risk 
every thing for a change. I have studied the temper 
and habits of Alice Grey, and believe her to be truth 
itself. She loves me with that tender, child-like 
affection which is more natural, considering the dis- 
parity of our years, than an ardent passion; and I 
cannot but hope that this affection, together with the 
gratitude she will feel when made acquainted with 
her true condition, will preserve her untainted amid 
the atmosphere of fashion. But I shall leave her to 
the guidance of her own impulses. I do not wish 
her to be directed by my will, I seek a woman whose 
heart is sufficiently uncorrupt to be her best director. 
If Alice be such a woman, I shall be happy; but if I 
am doomed to disappointment—if I find her adopting 
the deceptive forms of society, and becoming a mere 
woman of fashion, then will I « whistle her down the 
wind,’ and leave her to her own pursuits.” 

« Frankfort, with such feelings you ought not to 
marry.” 

“ Why not?” 

«“ Because you are receiving more than you give. 
You take the homage of innocent affection and you 
give in return the cold, calculating regard of one who 
has long since expended his fervid feelings. You 
expect the most entire devotion, and you offer her 
the half-withheld attachment of one who distrusts her 
sex—you expose her to the full glare of wealth with 
all its temptations, and resolve even now to cast her 
off if she be dazzled by its splendours.” 

« But I anticipate no such result, Ormesby ; I think 
she will be proof against all temptation, and if my 
love be less fervid than in the days of my boyhood, 
it will be more durable. 

«I hope it may be so,” said Ormesby, “ but I must 
confess I have my doubts ov the subject. Few girls 


of eighteen are sufficiently discreet and prudent to 
suit the notions of—” 

« Of a husband of forty, I suppose you mean,” said 
Frankfort, laughing; “ why man, you are as distrustful 
of me as if I were a woman.” 

«“ More so, Frankfort, for I have less faith in the 
generosity of man’s nature.” 

“ Well, let us each enjoy our own opinion, and 
abide the result; but now, with your permission, I 
will see your wife, Ormesby, for I am in need of her 
assistance in the choice of a wedding-dress for my 
village bride.” 

If women could read the calculations which enter 
in and mingle with the affections of men, how often 
would they shrink from the homage which is offered 
them—the homage which they repay by the sacrifice 
of themselves. Alice, young, warm-hearted, and sincere, 
had given her affections, without reserve, to the “ new 
master.”’ His poverty had awakened her pity, his talents 
excited her respect, his kindness won her love, and 
she wedded him at the bedside of her dying father, 
without one thought of worldly interest to disturb the 
pure current of her tenderness. Her marriage was a 
sad one, however, for the excitement proved too much 
for her old father, and on the following morning he 
was found lifeless in his bed. He had passed from 
sleep unto death without a struggle. Overwhelmed 
with grief, Alice gave little heed to her husband’s 
arrangements respecting the school, and it was not 
until he announced to her his intention of quitting 
New Hampshire, that she learned he had relinquished 
his charge. Passively yielding to his will, she allowed 
him to conduct her where he would, and a prolonged 
tour through Canada and along the lakes, aided much 
in restoring her feelings to their wonted cheerful tone. 
It was not until then, when he saw her sunny temper 
once more lighting up her fair face, that he conducted 
her to his stately home, and revealed to her asto- 
nished gaze the riches of which she was now mistress. 

At first Alice seemed like one in a dream, She 
almost feared to close her eyes lest the rich and 
beautiful things by which she was surrounded should 
fade like fairy gifts from her view. But when the 
tumult of her feelings had subsided—when she could 
sit down calmly and reflect upon all that had occur- 
red, a painful thought arose within her mind. 

“ Why,” said she to herself, “ why did he not tell 
me of this? how could he deceive me with details of 
poverty and plans for economy and industry? Can 
affection thus voluntarily utter the language of false. 
hood?” To her sensitive mind such a thought seemed 
like ingratitude, and yet she vainly strove to repress 
it. Again and again it occurred to her, even in the 
midst of the confidences of wedded love, and she was 
chilled by the first faint shadow of distrust long ere 
she knew the deep darkness of suspicion’s cloud, 

Alice was now placed in a painful and unnatural 
position in society. “Have you seen Mrs. Frank- 
fort yet?” was the common question among the 
“exclusives,” and various were the criticisms to 
which the poor girl was subjected. A few romantic 
young ladies thought her timidity very charming, but 
to the hard and worldly characters, who are always 
to be found among the leaders of fashion, the blush- 
ing end sensitive Alice was a mystery and a marvel. 
They were perfectly scandalized at her deficiency in 
the accomplishments deemed requisite in society. She 
could not dance, she was ignorant of scientific music, 
she did not know the use of finger-glasses, she had 
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been heard to laugh out loudly and gleefully while at 
an evening party, and she had actually been seen 
eating fish with her knife. These, and many similar 
enormities, were laid to her charge, and Alice felt 
that she was the object of continual remark. But, 
although ignorant of many minute points of etiquette, 
she was by no means deficient in quickness of com- 
prehension and energy of character. She saw that 
her husband was exceedingly annoyed by her occa- 
sional rusticity, and she set herself seriously to work 
to correct it. She soon found that society would 
forgive almost any thing in those who contributed to 
its amusement, and that in order to destroy the odium 
of being country-bred, she must begin by a course of 
city extravagance, Stimulated by a wish to do ho- 
nour to her husband, and, perhaps too, by that latent 
vanity which lurks in every human heart, she com- 
menced her career by the study of the arts of dress. 
Until thus transplanted to the regions of fashion, she 
had been, if not unconscious, at least regardless of 
her personal beauty; but she was now urged to make 
the best use of every advantage she possessed, and, 
placing herself under the guidance of some of those 
kind friends who are always ready to assist others in 
spending money, spe soon learned how much skilful 
management may improve natural loveliness. Sparing 
no expense, and gifted with native good taste, the 
“village bride” soon became distinguished as the 
“ best dressed woman in society ;” and none but those 
who know how some persons toil and struggle to 
obtain such a reputation, can be aware of its import- 
ance. Many a woman has wasted her time, ne- 
glected her children, forgotten her duties, and ruined 
her husband in the effort to acquire it. In proportion 
as Alice began to feel at ease in society, she ceased 
to excite remark by her simplicity of manners and 
frankness of speech. With the same sincerity of 
heart, she had learned to throw the veil of courtly 
grace over the unpleasant truths which people like 
not to hear, and ‘in less than two years from the 
period of her marriage, Mrs, Frankfort’s appearance 
and deportment were as much admired as were her 
brilliant parties and splendid house. 

Few young hearts can resist the allurements of 
wealth, gaiety, and fashion, and Alice was certainly 
subjected to great temptation. The restraints which 
had at first seemed irksome to her, became daily 
less burdensome, and at length she was as much 
devoted to the pursuits of pleasure as if she had been 
educated in the atmosphere of fashionable society. 
The stimulus of company became essential to her 
comfort, and the languid inertness of her morning 
hours, the natural result of continual festivities in the 
evening, was only to be dissipated by fresh excite- 
ments. The village bride was fast becoming the fade 
and ennuyeé woman of fashion. 

In the mean time, Frankfort was in the situation 
of a child who has ignorantly set in motion a ma- 
chine which he cannot stop. He knew but little of 
his own nature when he thought he should be indif- 
ferent to the sarcasms of his gay friends, and a casual 
jest which he overheard, respecting “ Harry Frank. 
fort’s schoolmistress,” aroused him to the utmost in- 
dignation. He had earnestly urged on Alice the 
necessity of conformity to the customs of society, 
and placed at her disposal a large sum of money, to 
be devoted expressly to the expenses of a fashionable 
career. But he foolishly expected her to do all these 
because he wished it, and to check her course just at 


the proper point—as if a young, inexperienced woman 
was likely to be the judge of such a period, or capa- 
ble of acting from mere calculation in a matter so 
closely depending on feminine weakness and vanity. 
Instead of remonstrating with his young wife and 
expressing his wishes on the subject, he acted upon 
his principle of self guidance and while he awaited in 
moody silence the result, he treasured up within his 
heart every thing which he could wrest into an ex- 
pression of ingratitude and indifference towards him. 
Too proud to hint at the jealous pangs which he 
suffered when he saw her surrounded by the foplings 
of the day, he suffered her to receive their attentions, 
and listen to their flatteries, when a word from him 
would have been sufficient to drive them from her 
presence. Alice loved her husband too well to derive 
any real pleasure from the society of others of his 
sex, but she was delighted with her triumph over 
those who had once looked down upon the little 
rustic, and she was thus led by vanity to the very 
verge of error, without being conscious of having 
taken one step in the wrong path. It was the duty 
of her husband to have watched over the strong im- 
pulses of a nature which had never before been ex- 
posed to temptation, but Frankfort possessed one of 
those stern yet distrustful tempers which, while wil- 
ling to believe the worst, was disposed to visit error 
with unsparing severity. A deviation from his stand- 
ard of right, was in his eyes an unpardonable crime, 
and he watched in sullen silence the gradual change 
in his wife’s habits of life. Yet so carefully did he 
mask his feelings beneath the guise of kindness that 
Alice dreamed not of their existence. A faint sus- 
picion that her husband’s manner was less tender, 
sometimes crossed her mind, but her confiding temper 
rejected it as a vain fancy, and she was therefore but 
ill prepared for a sudden disruption of the ties which 
bound them together. 

One evening she had just turned from her toilet, 
attired in almost queenly splendour, when the carriage 
of a friend, who had called to convey her to a party, 
rolled up to the door, As she stepped lightly across 
the hall, she opened the library door, and looking in, 
said, “ Do not be late to-night, Harry, I feel as if I 
shall be ready to come home quite early.” Her hus- 
band made no reply, and the next moment he was 
gone. But little did she think as she listened to the 
light jest and uttered the merry repartee that night, 
that she had looked her last upon the face of her 
husband, At a late hour she returned alone. 

Piqued and wounded by her husband’s neglect of 
her wishes, she had half determined to appear down- 
right angry with him, but her anger was soon check- 
ed by the tidings that he had left the house soon after 
her departure, taking with him his servant and a 
quantity of baggage. Without waiting to disrobe 
herself of her brilliant array, she hurried to the 
library. ‘The grey dawn was just peeping in at the 
open casement as she entered the room, and uttering 
an exclamation of joy she sprang forward to seize a 
packet which she saw upon the table. It was directed 
to herself, and eagerly breaking the seals, she found 
a number of bills from her milliner, jeweller, confec- 
tioner, etc., all accepted and endorsed on the back 
with the word “paid,” in the handwriting of her 
husband. As she threw them impatiently aside, her 
eye fell upon a letter which contained these words: 


« For nearly three years, I have watched in silence 











Li oh ah ie Ob 


~ © & we oe ee me hUCUee Ce 








THE VILLAGE BRIDE. 


129 











the gradual corruption of your heart : for nearly three 
years I watched the infusion, drop by drop, of insin- 
cerity and folly into the pure fountain which was to 
me as the gem of the desert! Alice, I wedded you 
for your truthfulness, your purity, even more than 
for your loveliness, but you have deceived my trust. 
The fulsome flattery of every fool in society has been 
breathed upon the stream of thought, until it no longer 
reflects the unbroken image of the heaven which 
once smiled upon it. You have turned from the 
quiet scenes of domestic happiness and chosen the 
path of gaiety. I leave you to pursue it. In the 
hands of my agent you will find the sum of $5,000 
per annum, subject to your order, and, by that— 
which is exactly the half of my income—I trust you 
will regulate your expenses. Henceforth we must 
live apart. I shall sail for England in order to avoid 
the fracas of a public separation, and if you still con- 
tinue your usual course of life, my absence will be a 
reproach to me only. I know the step I am now 
taking will not be justified by the world, for a disap- 
pointment which only affects one’s happiness is not 
considered a sufficient cause for a severance of those 
ties, which, without congeniality of feeling, are worse 
fetters than those of the galley slave. You will be 
looked upon as a martyr, and I as a monster; but 
so be it. I expect no answer to this letter: the 
suspicions which have long been growing up in my 
heart, (suspicions not of your conduct but of your 
candour,) have now become a part of my belief, and 
all your assertions will not change my opinion. You 
are but like your sex, your birthright is insincerity. I 
thought to have wedded disinterested affection—I did 
not know how quickly the deceitfulness of the heart can 
wither the fairest plants that take root within its soil. 
“ One word, and I havedone. If you are not yet 
too deeply imbued with the love of vanity, there is a 
faint hope for the future. Withdraw from the scenes 
of gaiety—spend your life in the seclusion which 
befits penitence, and if at the expiration of two years 
from this day, you seek a reconciliation you will not 
find me inexorable. A letter may be then left with 
my agent—but remember I receive no letters at an 
earlier period. Farewell, and may you, for both our 
sakes, learn wisdom in the loneliness to which I now 
consign you. | A 


Words were too feeble to describe the effect pro- 
duced upon the mind of Alice by these bitter and 
unmerited reproaches. It was the first intimation 
she had received of her husband’s displeasure, and it 
came to her in the shape of a scathing thunderbolt. 
Her first impulse was to seek him and implore his 
forgiveness, but the more she pondered over the fatal 
letter, the more her heart rebelled at the thought of 
appearing as a suppliant before him. “ Three years,” 
murmured she, “ three years has he been cherishing 
evil thoughts against the wife of his bobsom—for three 
years has my head been pillowed upon a breast which 
was swelling with bitterness against me—three years 
of frank, confiding tenderness on my part—of cold- 
ness, suspicion, deception on his. And yet he can 


accuse me of falsehood and a love of the world. 
Who taught me that love of the world? who bade 
me dress, and act, and talk like my companions? 
Shame! shame on such base distrust! I will not bow 
my proud and stainless nature before the being who 
can thus cherish vile suspicions of me, because for- 
sooth in obliging his sovereign will I learned to love 


my tasks.” Alice possessed that quiet kind of temper 
which often serves to conceal powerful passions and 
great obstinacy of purpose. She felt herself unjustly 
condemned, and every evil emotion in her nature was 
aroused. A milder method of reproof would have 
awakened contrition for her indiscretions, and a sub- 
mission to her husband’s wishes, for well as she loved 
pleasure, she certainly loved her husband more. But 
it was now too late, and it was with no other feeling 
than sullen anger that she beheld on the following 
morning his name among the list of passengers for 
London. 

* * * * * * * * * 

Two years had passed away, and Frankfort, the 
unhappy victim of a fanciful theory of human perfec- 
tibility, returned to his native land. With a feeling 
of hope that he was almost ashamed to indulge, he 
hurried to the house of his agent, and eagerly asked 
for letters. One was put into his hands, directed to 
him in the handwriting of his forsaken wife. Visions 
of reunion, and of future happiness purchased by a 
probation of suffering, floated through his mind as he 
broke the seal. But the paper dropped from his 
grasp—it contained the order upon his banker for 
her annuity. Not a single word accompanied it ex- 
cept the date—which seemed to show him that her 
determination had been taken as rapidly as his own, 
for it was almost two years since the gift had been 
returned. In answer to his hurried inquiries, he 
learned that Mrs. Frankfort had left the house very 
soon after his departure for England, and that the 
key together with his plate and Alice’s jewels were 
all in the hands of his agent. In almost frantic haste 
he flew to the long deserted house, but in vain did 
he explore the dust.lined chambers of that stately 
mansion. No other trace of Alice remained than 
the richly furnished apartments where she had so often 
presided in the pride of youthful beauty. 

“ You deserve your present suffering,” said Ormes- 
by, as he listened to Frankfort’s tale of distrust and 
stern rebuke, and late remorse; “ was there no pity 
in your heart for the young, fair creature, who had 
left her native woodlands for the love of the poor and 
friendless scholar, and who would have borne the 
blasts of adversity for your sake, with less danger 
than she met the sunshine of prosperity. Go—seek 
her through the world, and when you have found her, 
bow yourself in humble penitence before her whom 
you deserted in her hour of danger, but hope not for 
a return of the confidence which might have blessed 
your wedded life.” 

Conscience-stricken and despairing, Frankfort lis- 
tened with unwonted meekness to his friend’s rebuke. 
The thought of what Alice must have suffered thus 
thrown penniless upon a selfish world, subdued his 
stern nature. She had repelled his suspicions of her 
sordidness by refusing to accept of one cent from his 
overflowing stores, and a vision of his delicate and 
lovely wife stemming the waves of want and misery 
was ever present to his mental sight. Lonely and 
sad he set out upon his pilgrimage of love. Every 
means that could be invented for the discovery of a 
lost friend were tried, but in vain; and, at length, 
Frankfort resolved to travel from place to place, visit- 
ing every city and hamlet in the land, until he found 
the object of his search, or at least beheld her grave. 

But his health was now enfeebled, and his progress 
was necessarily slow. Months, aye years passed in 
the fruitless search, and daily his quest seemed to 
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become more hopeless. It was late in the afternoon 
of an autumnal day, that he drew his bridle rein before 
a small inn, in a little village far remote from the 
busy world. The passing bell—that sound so unfa- 
miliar to the residents of a great city—that sound 
which falls with such melancholy import on the ear 
of the villager, who knows it tolls for a departed 
friend—was echoing through the hamlet; and as he 
counted the rapid strokes which told the age of the 
deceased, he sighed. “'T'wenty-six!” murmured he, 
“dead at twenty-six! and dvubtless friends stand 
weeping around the early grave as if death were not 
a haven of rest and a refuge from misfortune.” Leav- 
ing his horse at the inn, he strolled onward towards 
the humble burial ground, directed by the sound of the 
mournful bell, but ere he reached it, he was met by a 
group of children bearing flowers in their hands and 
weeping bitterly as they hurried towards a coitage 
by the roadside. With a feeling of compassionate 
tenderness that in earlier days had been a stranger to 
his bosom, Frankfort addressed himself to the eldest 
of the little group, and asked the cause of such ex- 
cessive grief. “ It is our dear schoolmistress,” sobbed 
the child, as she ran forward, “she died yesterday, 
and we are bringing flowers to strew over her grave.” 


Impelled by a feeling for which he could not account, 
Frankfort followed the footsteps of his young guides, 
and found himself entering along with them into the 
house of mourning. In the centre of the narrow 
apartment, surrounded by a group of weeping children 
stood a coffin. ‘The grey headed sexton approached 
and lifting the lid, was about to cover for ever the 
face of the pale clay, when his arm was arrested by 
an iron grasp, and Frankfort, gasping for breath, and 
pale as her who lay shrouded before him, was bend- 
ing over the dead. One glance sufficed to tell her 
whole history. His wife—his injured and proud- 
hearted Alice, lay before him. His repentance came 
too late. Her bitter and unforgiving sense of wrong 
had gone with her to the grave! 

Do you ask what became of Frankfort, my young 
reader? It is scarcely a year since he was called to 
his long account, and many a rich legacy to various 
beneficent institutions has emblazoned the name of 
him whose life was embittered by the want of that 
“charity” which “suffereth long and is kind.”— 
Fretful, querulous, and suspicious, his infirmities of 
temper increased with his decrepitude, and he sunk 
into the grave of second childhood, unpitied and un- 
wept. 
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THE SEA-EAGLE’S FALL. 


BY MISS H. 


AN eagle on his towering wing 
Hang o'er the summer sea; 

And ne’er did airy, feathered king 
Look prouder there than he. 


He spied the finny tribes below, 
Amid the limpid brine ; 

And felt it now was time to know 
Whereon he was to dine. 


He saw a noble, shining fish 
So near the surface swim, 
He felt at once a hungry wish 
To make a feast of him. 


Then straight he took his downward course: 
A sudden plunge he gave, 

And pouncing, seized with murderous force, 
His tempter in the wave. 


He struck his talons firm and deep 
Within the slippery prize, 

In hope his ruffian grasp to keep, 
And high aad dry to rise. 


But ah! it was a fatal stoop 
As ever monarch made: 

And for that rash, that cruel swoop, 
He svon and dearly paid. 


The fish had too much gravity 
To yield to this attack, 

His feet the eagle could not free 
From off the scaly back. 


He'd seized on one too strong and great ; 


His mastery nuw was gone ; 
And on, by that prepondering weight, 
And downward he was drawn. 
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Nor found he here the element 
Where he could move with grace; 
And flap! and dash! his pinions went, 
In ocean's wrinkled face. 


They could not bring his talons out, 
His forfeit life to save ; 

And planted thus, he writhed about 
Upon his gaping grave. 


He raised his head and gave a shriek 
To bid adieu to light: 

The water bubbled in his beak— 
He sank from human sight. 


The children of the sea came round 
‘lhe foreiguer to view; 

To see an airy monarch drowned 
To them was something new. 


Some gave a quick, astonished look, 
And darted switt away; 

While some his parting plumage shook, 
And nibbled him for prey. 


O! who that saw that bird at noon, 
So high and proudly soar, 

Could think how awkwardly, how soon 
He'd fall to rise no more? 


Though glory, majesty, and pride 
Were his an hour ago, 

Deprived of all, that eagle died 
For stooping once too low! 


Now, have you ever known, or heard 
Of biped from his sphere 
Descending, like that silly bird, 
To catch a fish so dear? 
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THE CAUGHT, UNCAUGHT. 


A TALE. 


BY HENRY F. 


Miss Emily Twist was the daughter of a highly 
respectable decayed gentleman, who dwelt in the 
county of Kerry, in the southwestern part of Ireland ; 
and none was more beautiful and bright, and gentle 
than she, among all the maids of Kerry. Mr. Wil- 
liam Fitzhugh was an undecayed gentleman, whose 
unincumbered estate was within a few miles of the 
residence of Mr. Twist, on the Dublin road; and of 
all the men in Kerry, none was uglier than he. He 
was of middle age, and not eminently gifted in an in- 
tellectual view; while his corporeal structure exhibi- 
ted sundry departures from the ordinary model, which 
rendered his appearance more peculiar than fascina- 
ting. His forehead was low, his face long, his head 
big, his body little, his hair “auburn” of the reddest 
kind, while his left eye, being bleared, by no means 
neutralized other defects. Love, it is said, is governed 
by contrasts; as Sheridan Knowles hath it : 


“* In joining contrasts lieth love's delight, 
Complexion, stature, nature, mateth it, 
Not with their kinds, but with their opposites. 
Hence hands of snow in palms of russet lie; 
The form of Hercules affects the sylph's; 
And breasts that case the lion’s fear proof heart, 
Find their loved lodge in arms where tremors dwell.” 


The rhythm of the second and third lines, by the 
bye, is better than their grammar; but that being 
neither here nor there, I proceed to say, that Mr. 
Fitzhugh was doubtless under this peculiar influence, 
when he fell desperately in love with Miss Emily 
Twist, and proposed to her father for her hand. I 
should have thought better of Mr. Twist’s ideality of 
character, and his paternal tenderness, had he turned 
a deaf ear to the application of the enamoured swain, 
hesitatingly communicated ’midst interrupting sighs. 
But then the embarrassed condition of his fortunes 
must be taken into consideration, and Mr. Fitzhugh’s 
well laden coffers; Mr. Twist’s gnawing anxiety to 
maintain his position as a gentleman, and Mr. Fitz- 
hugh’s ability to allay it. Did I communicate the 
fact that Mr. Twist commanded his daughter to per- 
mit Mr. Fitzhugh’s attentions, without first present- 
ing these mitigating facts, my fair reader would 
doubtless curl her lip, and exclaim, in lofty indigna- 
tion, “ Brute!” but now she will doubtless modify 
the anathema into “unfortunate!” But so it was 
that Mr. Twist was swayed by pride, and the sweet 
Emily was desired most authoritatively, to consider 
Mr. Fitzhugh asthe accepted candidate for her hand; 
and admit him to those little significant familiarities, 
which lovers delight to indulge in. The poor girl, 
who had rather have been burnt at the stake than to 
be thus more inhumanly sacrificed, submitted, not- 
withstanding, to her father’s will; and the delighted 
Mr. Fitzhugh, whose unbounded love made his 
tongue cleave to the roof of his mouth when in 
Emily’s presence, yet who could not exist away 
from her, sat, hour by hour, day efter day, opposite 
to her, staring into her face with that interesting 
bleared eye of his, with his mouth listlessly wide 
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open, and never uttering a word, but only now and 
then “sighing like a furnace.” 

To arrive at the “hang” of our tale in the most 
expeditious way, we will leave Mr. Fitzhugh in one 
of these sentimental attitudes, and cast a glance at 
the domain of “ Elmsgrove,” as Mrs, Blannerhasset 
chose to designate the estate, whose less romantic 
and less euphonious previous appellative was “ Balla- 
seedy.” It had long been in the possession of the 
Blannerhassetts, and matters stuod with the members 
of the family, at the commencement of our tale, thus. 
The dead and gone Johv Blannerhassett, Esq., having 
been too profuse in his youth, found himself as years 
gathered on his head, rather straightened in means; 
and casting his eyes about, decided that the thou- 
sands of the brisk widow of a tallow chandler in 
the town of Tralee, to which his estate was near, 
would materially assist him in getting on in the 
world; so he proposed to her, and she, glad to com- 
mute her wealth for elevation in society, answered 
« yes,” without hesitation, and they were made man 
and wife. But to keep a sheriff out of his house, the 
unfortunate Mr, Blannerhassett took a wild cat in; 
who so worried him with her temper, her obstinacy, 
and her tongue, that he at last laid violent hands on 
himself, and put an end to his mortal career, as 
many others have done from the same diabolical 
cause; leaving one child, a son, who had not quite 
attained his majority, and who, in the settlement of 
the estate, became a ward in chancery. 

This son, as fine a fellow within and without as 
one would wish to see, and who, his ambitious 
mother doubted not, with his wealth and his personal 
attractions, could easily mate with a countess, was 
out upon a hunt, at the time when Mr. Fitzhugh was 
in the very fever of his love for Emily Twist. The 
direction of the chase took young Blannerhasset near 
to Mr. Twist’s mansion, of whose hospitalities, as he 
had some acquaintance with him, he partook before 
his return. He had often seen Emily, but was never 
so struck with her beauty as now; and I hasten 
to say, in order to keep up with the anticipations of 
my reader, that his admiration grew stronger with 
every moment, and an hour’s conversation developed 
it into an ardent attachment. He took his leave, 
eagerly accepting Mr. Twist’s entreaties that he 
might see him soon again; and the second day 
thence saw him on his panting steed at his enter- 
tainer’s door. Mr, Fitzhugh was at Mr. Twist’s, as 
usual, but wholly disregarding him, young Blanner- 
hassett played the intensely agreeable to Miss Emily, 
whose charms sunk deeper and deeper into his heart. 
A storm came on towards night, and he was thus 
forced to remain until the morrow. A half dozen 
storms detained him in the same way in the coursé 
of the ensuing month, and sometimes, something or 
other detained him when there was no storm at all. 

Innumerable little twinges of jealousy finally as- 
sailed Mr. Fitzhugh, whe ventured to suggest to 
Emily that the relation she stood in to him, would 
hardly authorize the very significant intimacy which 
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she was encouraging with young Blannerhasset. But 
his expostulations were altogether unheeded. She 
smiled upon him very sweetly while he was uttering 
his rebuke, and listened to him very attentively; but 
a moment after she smiled a thousand times more 
sweetly on Blannerhassett, who happened to enter 
the room just then, and away she went with him for 
a walk, without so much as bidding Mr. Fuzhugh 
« good bye.” This sent Mr. Fitzhugh to her father 
to obtain his coadjuvancy in the dilemma; which 
Mr. Twist promised to render, but which, on reflec- 
tion, he dd not render; so that the young people 
“carried on”—to Mr. Fitzhugh’s infinite rage— 
worse than ever. 

Mr. Fitzhugh’s brain finally became almost topsy 
turvy with the whirlwind of conflicting passions, 
The slight upon him had no effect to diminish his 
affection, but rather swelled it to broader bounds; 
and the reflection, which forced itself upon him, that 
he was in danger of losing the precious treasure of 
his heart, was insupportable. What should he do! 
He resolved to insist upon his rights with Emily, 
and to prevent any possibility of further stolen inter- 
views with his audacious and presuming rival. So, 
when they were in the house, he remained within, 
when they went out he followed, when they walked, 
he walked, when they sat down, he sat down. Blan- 
nerhassett gave him sundry hints that a different 
course of conduct would be vastly more agreeable, 
which were wholly lost upon the pertinacious Fitz- 
hugh, Buta signal termination was put to this saga- 
cious plan of action; for one pleasant afternoon, at 
love’s sweet hour of twilight, when Blannerhasset and 
Emily had seated themselves by a window, and Fitz- 
hugh’s ungainly visage was thrust, as usual, between 
them, the youth, exasperated beyond patience, quietly 
applied one hand to the nape of the interloper’s neck, 
and the other to his nasal protuberance ; then, raising 
him from his chair, he turned the said protuberance 
doorward, and when poor Fitzhugh came to a full 
comprehension of the extraordinary action, he found 
himself in the street, with a distinct remembrance of 
the turning of a lock to exclude him. In this ex- 
tremity, he thought it decidedly wisest to go home, 
and mourn over his misfortune there. Had he read 
a great deal of poetry, he would undoubtedly have 
torn his hair, and meditated suicide; but as it was, 
he never dreamed of such refinements of wo. He 
resolved, however, on revenge, and as the most sum- 
mary method to achieve it, feigned business at Tra- 
lee, for which place he started the very next morn- 
ing; but turned aside as he approached it, and 
checked his horse before the stately seat of the Blan- 
nerhassetts at Elmsgrove, or, as in aforetime, Balla- 
seedy, and was ushered into the presence of Mistress 
Blannerhassett, to whom he gave warning that her 
son must be looked after, as he was becoming fast 
entangled with the daughter of Mr. Twist. 

Mrs, Blannerhassett received his communication 
with a wild stare of horror at the thought! What! 
her son, for whom she had resolved that no less than a 
cdmntess, in her own right, should serve, to marry the 

ughter of a Twist! Horror soon became absorbed 
in rage; and in the tempest of her fury, she strided 
from side to side across the room, whirling a chair 
here and another there, thundering out volumes of 
terrible words, cursing the whvle race of Twists, 
whose necks she would gladly have twisted, anathe- 
matizing her son for his want of ambition, tossing 





her arms franticly about, and darting fire from her 
eyes, until Mr. Fitzhugh wondered that the dead and 
gone Mr. John Blannerhassett had not made way 
with himself much sooner than he did, and turned 
pale with fear lest his own bodily sanity should be 
infringed upon by the wrathful woman, He sat, 
however, in silence, until the clouds began to break 
away, the thunder to be less fearfully audible, and the 
lightning to play less fiercely; when she thanked him 
for his kind interference, and expressed her resolve 
that her son should undertake an immediate journey 
to the continent; so Mr. Fitzhugh rode back again, 
all radiant with joy. 

When Blannerhassett reached his home, in the 
afternoon of the same day, his reception by his mo- 
ther was more warm than delightful. The scene of 
the morning was enacted over again, and its finale 
was a command to make ready to accompany his 
tutor on an immediate tour to the continent. Blan- 
nerhassett did not attempt to beseech, for he well 
knew that any effort of the kind would be unavailing; 
but something he did do, at once; and that was se- 
cretly to despatch a confidential servant with all 
practicable speed to Emily, bearing a letter, whose 
contents were of very particular import. After the 
receipt of her reply, he seemed as calm and contented 
as though he was not to be compelled to tear him- 
self from his love; and as if no such thing had been 
hinted at as a tour to the continent. 

The day following these events, Mr. Fitzhugh 
ventured, for the first time since his significant ejec- 
tion from her presence, to pay a visit to Emily. 
Contrary to his anticipations, she received him very 
graciously, and even inquired of him if he knew that 
Mr. Blannerhassett was about to make the tour of the 
continent. She exhibited no emotion at the thought 
of his absence, but appeared, on the contrary, never 
more lovely. “I was deceived,” thought Fitzhugh, 
« she does not love him; she has been flirting with 
him merely to excite my jealousy—oh what a load is 
off my mind!” 

«“ How affectionately she bade me farewell,” he 
said to himself, as he was on his way home, at even- 
ing; “ how plainly she repents of the pain she has 
given me, and means, by her kindness, to atone for 
it. Dear Emily—I forgive thee!” 

He could not sleep that night, so full was he of 
ecstatic dreams; and rose at early dawn to walk 
abroad, and give vent to his new-born joy. As he 
stood in the shadow of a tree, against which he was 
leaning, near the wall that skirted the road side, the 
noise of wheels, rapidly approaching, aroused him 
from his reverie. It was a Tralee postchaise and 
four, dashing along towards Dublin, at a rapid rate, 
the horses in full gallop. As it whirled by him—he 
could not be mistaken!—he saw within it, no less 
than young Blannerhassett and his adored Emily, 
seated side by side! Oh misery! crack went the 
whip, away sprung the beasts with a fresh impulse, 
and in a moment, all was hidden from his sight! 

He remained, for some minutes, as stupified as 
though it had been a real Bengal tiger that had 
bounded by him, instead of a postchaise. The blood 
retreated to his heart, the drops stood on his brow, his 
knees tottered, and he might have fallen to the ground 
had it not been for the friendly support of the tree 
against which he leaned. With all his intellectual 
stolidity, he knew enough to perceive that he had 
just witnessed the strongest possible symptoms of an 
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elopement ; and felt that he had been most egregiously 
gulled. ‘To have all his fond anticipations, hissing 
hot as they were, turned thus suddenly to ice, was a 
reverse almost too tremendous to support. But the 
vehicle was still dashing on—the certainty of despair 
was becoming more and more inevitable ; and should 
he resign himself tamely to grief? No—thought he; 
and deriving strength from resolution, he hastened to 
the house, ordered his fleetest horse to be saddled, 
and was soon on his back, flying along to Ballaseedy. 

One of the Louis’ of France, when beaten at chess, 
was accustomed to demolish the board over the head 
of the unfortunate courtier who happened to be his 
antagonist. Mr. Fitzhugh could not escape some 
trembling of apprehension, lest the irascible Mrs. 
Blannerhassett should expend her wrath upon him 
for being the messenger of so unwelcome tidings; 
but love sustained him, and he was ushered into her 
presence, 

«“ Well, Mr, Fitzhugh, you have come to inform 
me how my plan works, no doubt—how that Miss 
Emily is pining away at the thought of her loss, and 
shedding tubs of tears. It’s all very well—I’ll teach 
the vixen to wheedle my son from his duty—that I 
will!” 

“ You're sadly mistaken, madam,” replied Fitz- 
hugh; “I came to inform you, that I fear your son 
and Miss Emily are now on their way to Dublin, as 
fast as a chaise and four can carry them. I saw 
them myself at sunrise, as they rattled past my 
house.” 

As the unfortunate wights of ancient time were 
turned to stone when they jooked upon the snake- 
haired head of the Gorgon, so Mr. Fitzhugh was 
almost petrified at the double distilled fury that dis- 
played itself on Mrs. Blannerhassett’s countenance 
at his unexpected announcement. She smothered, 
however, all further exhibition of the volcano within, 
for she well knew that action, and that immediate 
and decisive, was necessary. Her carriage was got 
out, her best steeds aitached, Mr. Fitzhugh was pre- 
vailed on to accompany her messenger to Dublin, 
and in less than an hour, with letters to the proper 
authorities there, they were in full pursuit. The 
hope was that the fugitives might be detained by mis- 
chances on the road, and that their own superior faci- 
lities of conveyance would more than retrieve the 
distance between them and the pursued, 

Arrived in Dublin, officers were employed to ferret 
out the pair, had they secreted themselves any where 
in the city; who soon reported that a gentleman and 
lady, fully answering to the description, had taken pas- 
sage for Liverpool in the packet of the previous day. 
This rendered the prospect of success decidedly 
dubious, but the guards in chancery were nevertheless 
despatched after them, to make an effort for Blanner- 
hassett’s arzest befure they had consummated their 
purpose—since it was evident that Gretna Green was 
the object of their longings. The guards were ordered 
in obedience to Mrs. Blannerhassett’s desires, to seize 
the young man and fetch him back with them, leav- 
ing the girl to find her way home as best she could. 
Indeed they would, at any rate, have had no autho- 
rity over her. So off they went—only a day behind 
their victims; while Mr. Fitzhugh remained in Dublin 
to await the result, 

We pass now to Blannerhassett and Emily. Full 
of love, and of determination to do any thing rather 
than be separated, they had indeed fled to Gretna 
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Green, that they might be made one for ever, too 
tightly bound for hard hearted mothers or courts of 
chancery to separate them. As their arrangements 
had been of hasty completion, they were of the sim- 
plest character ; and, without employing wiles of any 
sort, to mislead those who might be sent in pursnit, 
they trusted for success only to the chance that their 
departure would rest undiscovered by the parties in- 
terested to prevent it, until it would be too late to 
interfere. All went well as far as Dublin; where 
they made a confidant of Emily’s brother, then a 
resident there, and prevailing on him to accompany 
them, were borne across the channel. At Liverpool 
they took the speediest conveyance for the north. 

Behold them now on an afternoon, at an inn, 
within a single stage of the border. Emily is in a 
chamber above stairs with her brother, and Blanner- 
hassett stands at the street door, congratulating him- 
self on the probable success of his flight, and the 
prospect, that, on the morrow, his adored Emily will 
be made his own for ever. At once, as he turns his 
gaze along the village street, he sees in the distance 
several horsemen approaching at full speed, tramping 
the dust into clouds around them. He instantly, and 
with a sinking of the heart, appreciates their errand. 
Slipping a crown into the hand of Boots, who is ex- 
ercising his vocation in the entry, he takes from him 
his frock and hat, and daubing his face with streaks 
of blacking, plies the brush with vigour upon a dirty 
shoe. ‘The clatter sounds nearer and nearer, and 
soon the horsemen are at the door. They are in- 
deed the pursuing guards in chancery! Blannerhas- 
sett has not had time to warn Emily of their coming, 
and having descried her at the window as they rode 
up, they dash, with an exultant shout by Boots, and 
hurrying up the stairs, burst into the chamber! Poor 
Emily! she feels that all is discovered; and, with a 
heart-rending shriek, she rises from her seat, and 
flinging herself into her brother’s arms, faints upon 
his bosom. “Here is our man!” cry the guards. 
“Come, my fine fellow, the jig’s up—you must go 
back with us; and as for Miss here, she may get 
back as she can. Ah ha! ah! ha! we have been a 
little too quick for you, hey! Come! no palaver!— 
we're off at once; and will be a good twenty miles 
on the way back, before nightfall!” 

Young Twist saw in a moment, with delight, that 
he was mistaken for Blannerhassett; and, eager to 
hasten them away, before Emily should recover, he 
laid her on the bed, and, as though submissive to fate, 
signified to the guards that he was ready to accom- 
pany them, Even he did not recognise his friend in 
his disguise, as he passed by him scrubbing away at 
a shoe, disdaining to intermit his toil to gratify any 
curiosity about the strangers. The guards rallied 
Boots upon so unusual a degree of diligence, to 
which he made no reply; and nothing but their per 
fect satisfaction that the veritable Blannerhassett was 
in their clutches, prevented them from suspicion, and 
that further survey of the assiduous Boots, which 
would infallibly have resulted in his detection. He 

d scarcely dared congratulate 
withont his coneurrence would 


trembled as it v 
himself, that fort 
invent and carry out so admirable a plot for his secu- 





rity. The guards lingered some time. A poste 
had to be got ready, in which to convey their charge; 
they stopped to sip a little beer too, and it was a 
good half hour before they were fairly on the start. 
The reputed Blannerhassett with one of the guards, 
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was seated in the chaise, while the remainder were 
on horseback behind it. When all was ready, the 
guards gave a grand hurrah, at their success, and the 
cortege moved on at a rapid rate. Blannerhassett 
watched it until it disappeared in the distance, and 
then, disrobing himself of the frock, he flew up to 
Emily, who, now recovered through the good offices 
of the landlady, was sobbing and weeping under her 
supposed misfortunes, as though her very heart was 
breaking. She could scarce believe her eyes, when 
they testified that Blonnethassett stood before her; 
but a few words explained all; they gave a loose to 
joy again; and to render security doubly secure, they 
proceeded on their way that very night. The little 
town whose name is sacred in the chronicles of Hy- 
men, was reached—the celebrated Blacksmith, cupid’s 
notorious priest, called to officiate, and Emily was 
clasped in the arms of a husband! 

Once more <o Dublin, to cast a glance at Fitzhugh, 
who is awaiting the return of the guards. The few 
days of their absence, during which he was suffering 
all the tortures of anxiety, scarce hoping that they 
would be successful, reduced his already attenuated 
body until it was but one degree removed from a 
shadow. The shock of the communication that 
Blannerhassett had really been arrested, one stage 
before the termination of his journey, and was then 
in the city, was almost too severe for his debilitated 


nerves, but surviving it, he resolved to gratify a feel- 
ing of triumph, by looking in upon his humiliated 
rival, Accordingly, he was ushered to the apartment 
in which he was confined, and when the door was 
opened, was greeted by an extended hand and a very 
benignant smile from Mr, Frederic Twist! 

It is hardly necessary to enter into further details. 
The reader can well imagine the consternation of the 
guards at the discovery of their mistake, the chop- 
fallen retreat of Mr. Fitzhugh to his home, and the 
eflervescing rage of Mrs. Blannerhassett. It was not 
many months before the young and happy husband, 
attaining his majority, was put in possession of his 
patrimonial estates; and introduced his beloved wife 
to the station she was so well fitted to adorn. 

Norte. The circumstances of the above tale, except 
in so far as they have to do with Mr. Fitzhugh, who 
is the only interpolated character, are strictly true. 
My informant, an Irish lady, formerly resident in 
Tralee, well remembers the rejvicings upon the mar- 
riage of the happy pair, whom fortune had so roman- 
tically united. As it is not probable that the parties 
will ever get a glimpse of this tale, for, notwithstand- 
ing the unexampled circulation of the Lady’s Book, 
I opine no copies are taken at Tralee, I have ven- 
tured to employ even the veritable names of both 
places and parties. 
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Some there are 


By their good works exalted, lofty minds, 


Aud meditative authors of delight, 
And happiness, which to the end of time 
Will live, and spread, and flourish.— Wordsworth. 


Ir has been said that the most noble spectacle earth 
could present, was a good man struggling with adver- 
sity. Is there not one more noble ?—more angel- 
like ?—a delicate, pure-minded woman, forgetting 
herself, and struggling in the depths of poverty, misery, 
and obscurity, to promote the happiness of others ? 

The lady, whose name we have placed at the head 
of this article, has lately been visiting several of the 
principal cities in our republic, on an errand of 
mercy. ‘I'he strong interest she has excited in the 
hearts of all who have enjoyed the privilege of her 
acquaintance, has induced us to prepare a_ short 
sketch of her character and mission, for the gratifi- 
cation and instruction of our numerous readers. 
What woman’s heart can be indifferent to the beau- 
tiful example of one of their own sex, thus devoted 
to doing good? 

Madame Henrietta Feller is a native of Switzer- 
land. Her family was among the best in Lausanne, 
and she was educated in all the refinements thought 
necessary to form the mind and manners of the lady. 
She was naturally of a cheerful temperamemt, and, 
like most young ladies, considered the amusements 
and enjoyments of this life, as permanent sources of 
happiness. Her prospects, indeed, seemed to pro- 
mise as fair a portion of earthly felicity as usually 
falls to the lot of the most favoured. She married a 


man who was highly esteemed, one of the magistrates 
of the city; they bad an “elegant sufficiency,” and 
were calculated to adorn the gay and elegant society 
which was proud to receive them. And heaven had 
blessed them with one pure source of domestic hap- 
piness—a daughter, on whom they lavished their 
warm affections, and garnered up their hopes. 

Madame Feller had been educated in the Protes- 
tant faith, and thought herself a Christian, though 
she had never made personal piety a subject of much 
thought. But, like most mothers, she was faithful to 
teach her child whatever of truth and goodness she 
herself knew. She told her little daughter early of 
God, her heavenly Father, who lived far, far away in 
the distant heaven, above the sun and the stars, 
where no human eye could see his glory. The child 
seemed to seize the idea of God, as though it were 
the life and light of her young soul. She did not, 
like her mother, feel that he was far away—she 
thought him near, wanted to see him, and was con- 
tinually urging her mother to tell her about him. One 
day, when Madame Feller had taken her child to the 
baleony on the top of the house, the little creature 
looked around on the broad and open scene before 
her, then raising her eyes to the sky, she appeared to 
feel herself nearer heaven, and the first words she 
said were—* Now, mother, show me God !” 
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It could not be, but that these conversations of 
the child should awaken the mother’s heart to the 
subject of religion. An event was soon to occur, 
which would stamp the impression with the sacred 
seal of the Holy Spirit. The child was to die! 
Yes, the only child, the darling daughter of Madame 
Feller was suddenly called to the bosom of the 
Father she had so much wished to see. And though 
scarcely passed the age of infancy, her death was a 
lesson of deep import—she was so happy, so trium- 
phant, for she assured her mother that an angel stood 
by her bed, and smiled on her, and promised to take 
care of her. Could the mother wish to hold her 
child back from heaven; she did so wish, and it 
opened her eyes to the selfishness of her own heart. 
She saw that she had made an idol of the gift, and 
neglected to love and reverence the Giver. From 
that time Madame Feller devoted her heart and soul 
to do the will of God. ‘The death of her husband, 
which took place a few years after, and which was 
also that of a Christian, left her alone in the world, 
but not lonely; every creature of God had a claim on 
her deep Christian sympathies. The good she loved— 
the evil she pitied. Her strong and ardent mind 
could not be satisfied with that passive Christianity, 
in which most of our sex are content to pass their 
lives. She wanted to work in the cause of her Sa- 
viour. She felt that labourers were needed in his 
vineyard, and determined to devote herself as a mis- 
sionary. ‘The question was, where should she begin? 
She had friends, M. Olivier and wife, who had gone 
out to Canada as missionaries to the French Cana- 
dians, and had begun their work by opening a school 
at Montreal. After much consideration and many 
prayers, Madame Feller resolved to go to Canada, 
join her friends, and become a teacher in their 
school. She reached Montreal in 1835, She found 
the state of the poor people in Canada much more 
distressing than she had anticipated. We will not 
here enter into any consideration of the causes 
which have operated to keep the French colonists in 
Canada from participating in the improvements 
which, during the last half century, have been so 
rapidly going on throughout civilized Europe, as well 
as independent America. But whether it were owing 
to the agency of the British government, the in- 
fluence of the Catholic priesthood, or to the faults of 
the colonists themselves, certain it is, that they were 
in a most wretched condition. A recent writer thus 
graphically describes them: “ We could hardly find 
in any heathen country a more degraded race. With- 
out the common necessaries of life, without instruc- 
tion, ignorant of the Bible, and of the love of God to 
man, they have long lived in the most stupid indiffe- 
rence and insensibility, and died with scarcely a hope 
or a thought of eternal life.” 

Such was the character of the people whom 
Madame Feller wished to serve. But it is a work 
of great difficulty to begin improvements. The very 
benefits conferred often awaken distrust, even dislike 
in the hearts of those who receive them, towards their 
benefactors. ‘The blind cannot know the true value 
of sight; and a partial restoration usually perplexes 
the mind, by showing “ men as trees walking.” 

It is not strange that the poor Canadians dis- 
trusted their disinterested benefactors, and persecuted 
the Protestant missionaries. Partly from the opposi- 


tion he met with, and partly from ill health, M. Oli- 
vier and wife were compelled to leave Montreal soon 





after Madame Feller joined them. But she remained, 
strong in the faith and hope of doing good. She had 
brought with her from Switzerland funds sufficient, 
as she supposed, to support her for life, intending 
that all her benevolent exertions should be at her 
own expense. ‘The money was placed in the hands 
of a gentleman in Montreal, who was considered 
good and safe. But he failed in business, and so 
completely, that Madame Feller lost her all, She 
was soon after driven, by persecution, from Montreal, 
and took shelter at St. Johns. Here she tried to get 
up a school, but having no funds, could do nothing. 
She had written to her friends in Switzerland of her 
destitute condition, but before help arrived was re- 
duced to great extremity. In one of ker letters to 
her friends, she remarks—“ No one, perhaps, ever 
had a greater fear of being poor than myself. I had 
seen so many instances where dependence upon man 
was painful, that that condition was the one I most 
dreaded. And then I had always found it much 
pleasanter to give than to receive. When I left our 
beautiful Switzerland, the Lord had subdued my 
heart; I no longer shrunk at the prospect of poverty, 
if it were to be encountered in the service of Jesus.” 

Still her utterly forlorn condition at St. Johns 
weighed heavily on her heart, She remarks, that it 
was the only time, since her arrival in Canada, that 
she has felt despondency. She was sitting, at the 
close of a day, passed in utter loneliness and the pri- 
vations which those who are destitute of means must 
sufler—the bitterness of her lot—a stranger, poor, 
despised, persecuted—homeless and friendless, came 
like a wave of desolation over her soul. She looked 
from her solitary window on the people passing along 
the streets, each, she thought, was hastening towards 
home, while she had no home: she remarked a little 
child among the passers by—that child, she thought, 
is going to its mother, while I have none to come to 
me with the smile of love, and call me by that en- 
dearing name. Should I die, no one would regret 
me, not a tear would be shed; I should be laid in 
my grave, with the remark that a poor mendicant, 
or worse, a wretched impostor had gone unmourned 
to her last refuge. 

But this cloud of darkness did not long oppress 
her. Brighter visions arose—as she expresses it— 
God spoke to her, (the feeling of his presence was 
doubtless most clear to her) and said—* Did I not 
tell thee of all these things? and didst thou not pro- 
mise to endure and not to faint while my love sus- 
tained thee? I am with thee now.” 

From that time she doubted no more, but deter- 
mined to go onward. Means of support from her 
friends soon reached her, and she again began to 
teach all the pupils she could obtain, adults as well as 
children to read the Bible. ‘That was her mission. 
The necessity for her labours may be somewhat un- 
derstood from the fact that there then was not more 
than one in twenty of the French colonists in Canada 
who could read; and scarcely a copy of the Bible 
was to be found among the Catholic population. 

Madame Feller had obtained considerable influence 
at St. Johns. So conciliating was her manners, so 
pure and peaceful her life, so devoted was her heart 
and soul to the cause of doing good to the wretched, 
and teaching the ignorant, that many who regarded 
her as a heretic, could not but admire her zeal, and 
bless her charity. But when the first rebellion in 
Lower Canada broke out, the blind fury of those who 
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felt oppression, but were not qualified to discriminate 
between their friends and fves, was, at St. Johns, 
turned against Madame Feller and her adherents, 
She was driven, by violent outrages from the country, 
and with about sixty adherents, took shelter in our 
Republic. She was received at Champlain, where 
she fled, with great kindness; though her sufferings 
during her flight were severe, and even during the 
winter she passed in our country, she and her poor 
followers had to endure many privations. But order 
was restored, in some measure, in the provinces, and 
the British authorities invited Madame Feller to re- 
turn, promised her protection for the future, and 
urged her to appear against those who had injured 
her, and they should be punished. 

Now was manifested the blessed Christian spirit» 
which had so truly guided the conduct of this noble- 
hearted woman. 

She accepted, with gratitude, the offer of returning 
to her labours, but she steadfastly refused to witness 
against those who had injured her. 

“I came to Canada,” said she, “to do good to 
all, as far as I have the ability—to those who injure 
and persecute as well as to those who love and aid 
me. What these poor people did, was done in igno- 
rance; I pity and forgive them, and only want the 
opportunity of doing them favours.” 

Her resolution soon became known, and the true 
Christian spirit of her conduct subdued her enemies. 
From that time she was comparatively unmolested ; 
her school increased; her influence augmented, and 
her character was respected even by those who still 
opposed her mission. 

In the autumn of 1836, she removed to Grand 
Ségne, a settlement about twenty miles from Mon- 
treal, Here she opened a school, and soon had over 
twenty pupils. Her evenings were devoted to teach- 
ing those adults who could be persuaded to come 
and receive lessons, and hear the Gospel read. ‘The 
winter proved a severe one, but these poor children, 
having found the pleasantness of Madame Feller’s 
teaching, would not be discouraged. In one of her 
letters* to a friend in New York, she says: 

«“ Last week the weather was so bad, that even the 
men did not venture to leave the house; you can 
have no idea of its severity. Well, not one of the 
children stayed from the school. Their parents were 
not willing to let them go, but they begged and cried 
so much that they obtained permission. ‘They were 
obliged to break their way through the snow; the 
smallest were up to their necks; the boys went on 
befure to protect the girls. Some of them came 
quite a distance, and had their ears, cheeks, and hands 
considerably frozen; but made no complaint what- 
ever, so happy were they to be at school. Some of 
them have made remarkable progress, being able to 
read fluently at the end of three months, They de- 
light me by their intelligence and their earnestness 
to learn the things of God—oh, my dear sister, pray 
for my poor children in Canada, that their hearts 
may be open to receive Jesus!” 

The summer of 1837 was a season of scarcity, 
and much distress among the peor people of Canada. 
Madame Feller, though in much destitution, living 


* These and other extracts from the private letters of Ma- 
dame Feller, have been made without her knowledge or con- 
sent. Her simpl> statement of facts was intended only for 
her friends, but we thought there could be no better method 
of making her mission, in its true character, known to the pab- 
lic, than to give her own graphic and touching descriptions. 





on the vegetables of her garden, and a little milk, for 
which she was obliged to pay very dear, resolved to 
do something for their reiief. She says: 

“I must also tell you that I am surrounded by 
the poor—some of the families, who have embraced 
the Gospel, are so straitened, that they often have 
not the absolute necessaries of life. One family, 
where there are eight children, and will soon be the 
ninth, is so destitute, that it is not rare that they pass 
days without food. Five of these children attend my 
school, and you may imagine what I suffer when I 
see them exhausted and feeble from hunger. ‘These 
poor people have land, but had no means to purchase 
seed wheat, or potatoes to plant or sow. It seemed 
to me, that for the glory of God I ought to aid them 
in their temporal affairs; not by giving them, but by 
making an advance for them. I have therefore ob- 
ligated myself for the sum of $50, and if, as I expect 
with confidence in our good God, he blesses their 
fields, I am not concerned but that they will be able 
to pay me after harvest, for they are now sowing 
more than they will need for their own consumption. 
I do not think I have deceived myself in judging that 
this was my duty.”"—And it was to obtain this fifty 
dullars that she wrote to her friends; truly it was the 
charity of a wise as well as liberal heart, and speaks 
volumes for her good sense as well as true philan- 
thropy. 

In July of this year, Madame Feller was visited 
by Rev. Mr. Gilman, “a man full of zeal and devo- 
tedness.”. He was a native of Scotland, but then 
settled as pastor of a Baptist church in Montreal. He 
found Madame F. with her school of more than 
twenty children, in a barn, open to the rain and 
winds. She herself was living in a small garret. 
With the spirit of a Christian hero, Mr. Gilman re- 
solved that a house for the mission should be pre- 
pared. He returned to Montreal, and in four days 
obtained one hundred dollars for the work. He then 
in conjunction with Rev. Mr. Roussy, a clergyman 
from Switzerland who had come to the aid of Ma- 
dame Feller’s mission, visited Champlain, Plattsburg, 
and other places, pleading the cause of the poor Ca. 
nadians. The response was warm and cheering. 
Sufficient funds were obtained to warrant the com- 
mencement of the undertaking. Madame Feller, who 
accompanied them to Plattsburg, thus writes to her 
friends in New-York : 

“1 return joyfully to my post; my whole heart is 
with my Canadians, and I am impatient to find my- 
self again in the midst of my old and young children. 
Relying upon the Lord for the means of “ finishing 
our tower,” we are about to commence building. 
The plan is to have a spacious schoolroom, in which 
we can also hold our meetings, and a kitchen on the 
first floor—the second floor for lodging rooms for 
the family composing the mission. Is it expecting 
too much from you, in the present hard times, to ask 
you to beg for us? I stretch out my hands towards 
you, and in the name of Jesus, I beseech you to ad- 
vocate the cause of my poor and miserable, and yet 
my dear people. Plead their cause; it is for them I 
ask a house, not for myself. I had one at home in 
Switzerland; here in Canada a garret is more than 
sufficient for me. We need a house that shall belong 
to the Lord, where my poor Canadians, of every age, 
may come and be taught the knowledge of God.” 

Could such earnest faith and love be exerted in 
vain! no, the prayers of Madame Feller have been 
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answered—those who took up with her the burden 
of the mission in Canada lave been blessed. True, 
there have been delays, and what might, to souls less 
warm in love to God and man, have been discourage- 
ments. But all have been surmounted, The Mission- 
House at Grand Ségne, on a much larger scale than 
was at first projected, will, it is calculated, be com- 
pleted during this month, (September,) and conse- 
crated to the Lord. The late visit of Madame Feller 
to the Atlantic cities was for the purpose of collecting 
the funds necessary to complete the payments for the 
building. This sum, about $1800, she had obtained, 
or nearly so, when she left Boston, her last place of 
sojourn, 

She laboured under one disadvantage—the inability 
to speak our language—but she was favoured with 
having the Rev. Mr. Kirke for her interpreter, and 
all who have had the privilege of listening to his fer- 
vid and soul-stirring eloquence in the cause of his 
Divine Master, will not need be told how effectually 
he plead the cause of the poor and long neglected 
people whom she so devotedly loved and desired to 
serve. But though the Mission-house will be finished 
and paid for, still, aid for other objects will be needed. 
Funds for the school are wanted. There are now 
about eiglity pupils under instruction, but many of 
these cannot attend during the winter, for want of 
shoes and clothing. It is, also, the wish of the 
teachers—there are two besides Madame Feller— 
Rev. Messrs. Roussy and Cellier—to establish a 
normal department in order to qualify native instruc- 
tors, for the French Canadian population, Now, 
scarcely one can be found, fitted for the duties of 
teaching a primary or common school. 

The great aim, therefore, of those engaged in this 
benevolent enterprise, is to make every person capable 
of reading the Holy Scriptures, and placing a copy of 
the Bible in the possession of every family. 

Can any true Christian object to this? Surely no 
enlightened Catholic will oppose it. They are bound, 
if they act consistently, to encourage the jnstruction 
of their people. 

In the June number of the « Catholic’s Friend,” a 
paper devoted to the interests of the Romish church, 
the Editor, remarking on the * Vigil of Pentecost,” 
says: 

«“ From the number of lessons and prayers, required 
by the church to be read, and offered by her children, 
it is evidently ker intention that this should be espe- 
cially observed as a day of instruction, as well as 
of humiliation, fasting, and prayer, 

“ The lst Lesson is, Genesis xxii. c—the 2d Les- 
son, Exodus xiv. c. 24 v.—3d Lesson, Deuteronomy 
xxxi, c. 22 v.—4th Lesson, Isaiah iv. c—5th Les- 
son, Baruch iii. c. 9 v— 6th Lesson, Ezekiel xxxvii. c. 

«The regular Lesson for the Mass of the day is from 
Acts xix. c. 1 to 8 v.—and the Gospel, John xiv. c. 
15 v. For the numerous prayers, &c., we must refer 
our readers to the Missal. 

“All this Scripture is prescribed by the church, to 
be read by the faithful all over the world—and yet 
forsooth—if we were to believe what is frequently 
said of us, Catholics are not allowed to read the 
Bible !” 

In the preface to the “ Ursuline Manual,” a col- 
lection of Prayers and Lessons prepared for the 
young by a prelate of the Catholic church in Ireland, 
and approved by Bishop England, of Charleston, S. 
C., it is declared that,“ Solid information and the 
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improvement of their minds are the next things (after 
religion) to be kept in view by the young. ‘They 
should always recollect that, after the pleasures de- 
rived from virtues, those to be found in the pursuit 
of knowledge are the purest and most worthy.” 

Holding these principles, all enlightened Catholics 
must approve the efforts of Madame Feller, and bid 
her God speed. As the Catholics in Maryland, under 
Lord Baltimore, were the first sect in America which 
granted religious freedom to all denominations of 
Christians, we hope the Catholic ladies of that rich 
state will be among the first to come forward and 
assist those who are Jabouring to give instruction to 
the poor of all sects—Catholics and Protestants—in 
Canada. It is calculated that seventy five dollars 
per year, will support a pupil in the normal depart- 
ment—including board, clothing and tuition. A few 
ladies, in each city or large town, uniting together 
might, without inconvenience, guarantee the sum 
requisite for one scholar; and thus the required num- 
ber, about ten, would be provided for. What a glo- 
rious opportunity here is of doing good! 


** For now is the blest and gracious hour, 
To plant in the wastes a heavenly flower.” 


And to no purer or more zealous hands could the 
cultivation of the blessed flowers of knowledge, virtue, 
and piety be committed. ‘The character of Madame 
Feller has been tried in the crucible of adversity, till 
the dross of worldliness seems to have been wholly 
refined away. She lives for others, and in this devo- 
tion of her heart and soul to the cause of benevolence, 
her powers of mind have acquired such strength, 
comprehensiveness, and discretion as few of either 


sex ever attain. ‘Then she has 


* A faith all made of love and light, 
Child-like, and therefore full of might.” 


Nothing discourages, nothing disturbs her. To her 
God she commits herself and her cares with the 
same trust and love as an infant feels in the arms of 
its mother. 

A writer in a new periodical* remarks—*“ Never 
have we beheld a purely human face. The face of 
the soul is not extant in flesh.” We wish the writer 
could look on the countenance of Madame Feller. 
There is a benign goodness, an expression of deep 
but serene thought on her large placid brow, and 
beaming from her still lustrous eyes, which shows 
more than “ glimpses of spiritual glory.” The “ celes 
tial lineaments” of “virtue and genius,” are indeed 
there. No one can look on her, and hear the music 
of her soft voice, while pleading for her “ dear chil- 
dren,” the poor in Canada, without the wish to aid 
her. We consider her one of the most interesting 
and remarkable women of the age, and commend 
her mission to the prayers and charities of all who 
bear the Christian name, and particularly to our 
American ladies. 

* The Dial. 


——i—— 


IDEAS, 
Bren to think, as well as to speak by rote, we fur- 
nish our minds as we furnish our houses—with the 
fancies of others, and according to the mode and age 
of our country: we pick up our ideas and notions in 
common conversation, as in schools. 
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BY J. 


I, 
Quick falls the stroke—the wires of time 
Tremble a moment, and a year 
Drops into the unfathom'd clime, 
Where deeds of ages—all appear 
Like spectres on the plains of fate, 
The varied actions of mankind, 
In wild assemblage congregate— 
Dark shadows on the waste of mind, 
In the deep vortex of the past, 
The deeds of centuries are cast. 


Il, 
What feelings rush upon the heart, 
What thoughts run thro’ the mind, as one 
Stands on the stroke that claims a part 
Of coming year, and year agone? 
What mem'ries of the past begin, 
Like rivers running to the sea? 
Rivers of time—they empty in 
The ocean of eternity. 
From eras of the past they sweep, 
Down to the o'erwhelming deep. 


Il. 
In thought, the paths of old we tread, 
That ancient prince and prophet trod; 
And commune with the distani dead, 
That held communion once with God, 
And soar up to those regions bright, 
The ever glorious regions, where 
Almighty Wisdom, throned in light, 
"Mid mansions limitless and fair, 
The ways of angel throngs to scan, 
And measure years to finite man. 


IV. 
We sit with Adam in the shade 
Of spotless Eden; and we see 
The Godhead's matchless pow'r displayed 
In every plant, and shrub, and tree. 
The birds of heaven, before the fall, 
That warbled forth melodious songs; 
The fawning beast, the insect—all 
The myriads of the countless throngs 
That sport around the happy place, 
Enchant us with their winning grace. 


Vv. 
The guileful serpent we behold, 
That won the woman's trusting heart 
And wonder, as we see unfold 
The history of that hellish art, 
That blighted Eden's blissful bowers— 
Her hopes in desolation laid, 
And trampled down the lovely flowers, 
That God's immortal hand had made, 
The burning sod is covered o'er 
With wrecks of all that bloomed before. 


VI. 


The change that passed o'er earth, we mourn 


And birds and flowers were not alone, 
When of their bloom and brilliance shorn, 
Proud man, unrivalled on his throne 

Of princely intellect, has quailed 
Beneath the grim and ghastly frown 
Of the stern monster, that assailed 
And hurled his lofty honours down. 
The tyrant sin hath dealt the blow, 
That laid the prince of nature low. 


MCJILTON.- 


Vil, 
The long last grave of priest and king, 
Who lived in ages far agone ; 
In mind before us, fresh we bring, 
And think o’er deeds, the dead had done ; 
Temple and pyramid, that stood, 
Amid the desert—on the plain, 
And works that were beyond the flood, 
All in their places spring again. 
The king’s design and artist’s skill, 
Are gazed on and admired still. 


Vill. 
And obelisk and column tall, 
Yet bathe their summits in the beams, 
From day’s fierce urn of fire that fall ; 
Anew the brazen pillar gleams 
To tell the glorious triumphs o’er, 
That warring hands in blood have won, 
And Memnon’s marble speaks once more 
His pleasure to the rising sun, 
Again the faithful Delphian stands, 
Attentive to the priest's commands. 


Ix, 

On Babylon and Thebes we gaze, 

In all their splendour and their bloom ; 
And how we start in wild amaze, 

When memory recals the doom 
That Time has writ for theirs and them, 

Time—who covers with his rust, 
The sceptre and the diadem, 

And gives the great to death and dust. 
The jewelled crown, the vauntiug brow, 
Beneath the sod are sleeping now. 


x. 
The good, the vile, the great, the poor, 
Alike have trod the tracks of Time ; 
And they are gone! the earth no more, 
May see nor know them till the chime 
Of resurrection trumps shall break 
Upon the quickening spirit’s sleep, 
In startling echoes, and awake 
The buried millions from the deep; 
The grasp of death, the shroud, the pall, 
In dust and darkness, equal all. 


XI. 
And all must die—the weak, the strong, 
Must pass from this bright world away ; 
Though wealth and fame to some belong, 
They cannot save them from decay. 
Of youth—the light and lovely form, 
Of age—the intellectual head, 
In years gone by, the hideous worm, 
That waits within the tomb have fled 
And years to come, that worm shall be 
Sole owner of the cemetry. 


XII. 

*Tis wise to muse upon the tomb, 

For all its depths will cover o'er ; 
The high born head must hail its doom, 

The meaner dead can do no more. 
The beggar like the king shall sleep, 

Unharmed upon his couch of dust, 
And none may break their slumber deep, 

Or snatch them from Oblivion’s rust. 
Tis wise to muse upon the tomb— 
Wiser to be prepared for doom. 
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THE VOICES OF 


MY HOME. 


BY CATHARINE H. WATERMAN. 


Tue voices of my home 
I hear them not—they are not in mine ear, 
Why do they fail to come? 
Those low toned voices, exquisitely dear. 


Why are they silent now! 
The flute-like music of mine earlier days ; 

The sunlight of my brow 
Is sadly darken’d, since I heard their lays. 


They whisper’d thro’ my dreams, 
They've peopled with glad songs, my midnight hours, 

Like the soft swell of streams, 
That leaves sweet echoes, on their banks of flowers. 


I've call’d them round me all, 
My mother’s hallow'd accents gently mild, 

Proud manhood’: tone—the small 
Low lisping music of a prattling child. 


I've question’d them in sleep, 
I've ask'd of the old homestead, if they loved 
My memory still to keep, 
In the old play place, where in youth | roved. 


If still they strive to bring 
Mine own familiar face before their ¢yes, 

If still they loved to cling, 
With the same fervour to those household ties. 


And when the shadows fell 
Of dreamy twilight slowly round the hearth, 

If in their vuices’ swell, 
They miss one echo in their joyous mirth. 


Mine own is silent there, 
Mine own, that used to raise the evening song, 

Or breathe the vesper prayer, 
Mine own is silent in that kindred throng. 


They've ceased to whisper round 
The exile’s couch, with mocking melody, 

Now, no remember’d sound 
Steals thro’ my midnight dreams, sweet tones from thee 


The voices of my home, 
I hear them not—they are not in mine ear, 
Why do they fail to come? 
Those low toned voices, exquisitely dear. 
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TO R, P****, 


BY E. N. 


Srrike those rich chords once more, sweeter than life, 
Or youthful hope, they thrill my listening soul, 
*Till I, subdued by the harmonious str’ie, 
To joy or grief, am swayed by thy controul. 
Thon leadest me at will, where sorrow flings 
Her deep’ning shadows rounc, or where despair 
Sighs to the wind, or love's bright angel sings 
A song of peace, or melancholy rare, 
Or wars alarums burst upon the haunted air. 


To me, the wonders of the world of sound 
Were as a fountain of delight unknown, 
But thou didst wake te joy the region round, 
Unsealed the treasure, touched the heart of stone, 
I bless thee for the power, musician rare! 


GAMBLE, 


To hear and feel what listening crowds admire : 
Melodious thoughts hang round thee, and the air 

Is vocal with applause thou dost inspire, 

As thy quick fingers press the answering wire. 


Thine be the praise, oh, blithe and gentle spirit! 
Whose echoes shall all meaner triumphs shame ; 
And thine the fadeless wreath, which they inherit 
Whose names are written on the scroll of fame. 
There is no power on earth, like that, which lies 
In those resistless tones; thou art, to me, 
Invested with romance, and those dark eyes, 
Are with me every where, and thoughts of thee, 
Come o'er my heart like bursts of tenderest melody 





BUTTERFLIES. 


Tue chrysallis of butterflies are naked, that is, they 
are not covered with cocoons, but are attached 
to trees by the tip, and hang suspended from them. 
The antenne are club-shaped, or thickest toward 
the tip. ‘The butterfly is furnished with four wings, 
six legs, a proboscis, and it sucks honey as its 
chief aliment. It has been found by many natu- 
ralists, that, even before the caterpillar changes 
into the chrysalis, the perfect butterfly may be seen 
within it. ‘This is proved, by putting a full-grown 
caterpillar into boiling water, and taking it out 
soon after; when, on drawing off the skin, a perfect 
butterfly is found folded up within it. But even after 
the insect has been freed from its prison, it has not 
wholly attained its full perfection, for, besides being 
very weak, its wings are folded together in such a 
manner as to resemble wet paper. But in a short 


space of time, they expand to their full extent and 
size. ‘This, however, can be accounted for. The 
wings are composed of fine membranes, between 
which are veins, similar to those in the leaves of 
plants. ‘Those are hollow tubes, having a communi- 
cation at the edge of the wings, with the body. ‘The 
young butterfly forces a quantity of air into them, 
which expands them immediately, and obliterates the 
folds of the soft and wet wings. The soft down 
which covers the wings of these insects, and which 
appears like the finest dust, is found to consist of 
scales or feathers, of different forms. ‘The number 
of these scales on the wings of the larger butter- 
flies, must amount to millions, since a naturalist dis- 
covered on the wings of a silk-worm moth, more 
than four hundred thousand. 


H. 














NOT. 


TO THE PRAIRIE I’°LL FLY 


IN ANSWER TO “OH! FLY TO THE PRAIRIE.” 


WRITTEN AND COMPOSED FOR THE LADY’S BOOK, BY 
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II. 


Tho’ bisons, like clouds, overshadow the place, 
And wild spotted coursers invite to the chase, 

To the prairie I'll fly not, at least, not with thee, 
So away to your wild sports, and think not of me. 
What, fly to the prairie? I could not live there, 
With the Indian and panther, and bison, and bear; 
Then cease to torment me, I'll not give my hand, 
To one, whose abode ’s in so savage a land. 


III. 


Besides, at the crack of a rifle I feel 

A horror and dread, that I cannot conceal; 
Then tarry no longer, my home ne’er will be 
In a wigwam or tent, on the prairie with thee. 
I love not your prairie, tho’ rich be its hue, 


I love not the life of a rower—nor you; 


Then mount—mount your courser, again let me say, 
To the prairie I'll fly not, so bound—bound away. 
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F AIRM 


OU N T. 


[SEE PLATE. ]} 


BY MISS CATHER 


I've gaz’d on many a beauteous scene, 

In distant climes, where sunny skies 
Smile on the vales of living green, 

And torrents roll, and mountains rise : 
But not in lands more warm and bright, 

*Mid valleys rich, and heights sublime, 
Does the eye rest with deep delight 

On mingling beauties such as thine. 
Whether, when morning’s golden ray, 

Clothes thee in splendour, life, and light, 
Or on thy gushing fountains play 

The cold moonbeam, or sweet twilight ; 
Or bosom of thy glassy lake, 

Calmly looks back the starry heaven, 
Or thy stemm'd waters brightly break 

In foam, and roar as downward driven, 
Thou'rt lovely still. The ravish'd eye, 


Seeks thy rich landscape, whose repose, 


INE Le. BROOKE, 


Speaks to the spirit, soothingly, 
While the soft zephyr gently blows ; 
Or turns to rest, in thonghtful gaze, 
On towers of strength, guilt’s lonely cell, 
While stretching far, in the dim haze, 
The crowded city lies;—where dwell 
Vice clothed in pomp, and suff’ring worth, 
The dark of soul—the pure in heart— 
All that deform this glorious earth, 
Or hope, or joy, to life impart, 
Are struggling—living—dying there ; 
And the heart sick’ning with the view, 
Gladly returns to Nature fair, 
Smiling ‘neath skies of deepest blue, 
And holy breathings calm the soul, 
As thought extatic mounts above, 
To Him, whose power hath form'd the whole, 
The God of Nature, Life, and love. 


KIA IBLE DID 


EDITORS’ 


Dr. Arken held that all moral virtue was to be resolved into 
the preference of the social principle to the selfish—disinte- 
restedness appeared to him the first of human qualities. In 
this noblest of qualities, may not our sex justly claim the pre- 
eminence ? The generous Ledyard, who travelled extensively, 
looked on the world with a discriminating eye, and saw 
mankind in almost every varied form of society and govern- 
ment, gives his testimony to woman's disinterestedness in the 
following words: 

“I have always remarked that women, in all countries, are 
civil, obliging, tender, and humane; and that they do not 
hesitate like men to perform a generous action. Not haughty, 
not arrogant, not supercilious; they are full of courtesy and 
fond of society; are in general more virtuous than man, and 
perform more good actions than he. To a woman, whether 
civilized or savage, I never addressed myself in the language 
of decency and friendship, without receiving a decent and 
friendly answer. In wandering over the barren plains of in- 
hospitable Denmark, through honest Sweden, and frozen Lap- 
land, rude and churlish Finland, unprincipled Russia, and the 
wide spread regions of the wandering Tartar; if hungry, dry, 
cold, wet, sick, the women have ever been friendly to me, and 
uniformly so; and to add to this virtue, so worthy the appel- 
lation of benevolence (or disinterestedness) these actions have 
been performed in so free, and so kind a manner, that if I was 
thirsty, I drank the sweetest draught, and if I was hungry I 
ate the coarsest morsel with a double relish.” 

This universal prevalence of the benevolent or disinterested 
feeling in our sex could not exist, if there were not, in the 
constitution of woman's nature a higher degree of moral qua- 
lities than man possesses. Hence it is that she is qualified, 
even when deficient in what the schools call learning, to be 
his teacher and model. God formed her with peculiar beauty 
of person to attract, and endowed her with exalted moral per- 
fections to win man to the love and practice of virtue. The 
Rev. Mr. Kirke, in a most eloquent sermon, preached before 
a Maternal Society in London, says, “ Just as far as we get 


TABLE. 


away from paganism and all its degradation of the female sex ; 
just as far as we get away from the foolish and romantic ideas 
of woman that prevdiled in the days of chivalry—we shall 
come to the clear and glorious light of Christianity, and wo- 
man will be what God intended she should be in his hand— 
the renovator of the human race.” 

Woman's disinterestedness, and her beneficent desire to 
diffuse happiness, by the conscientious application of her pow- 
ers, give her a versatility of character, which is admirably 
suited to the discharge of those varied duties in which she 
was designed to engage. The pliancy of spirit, which, without 
diminishing its strength or quenching its ardour, adapts itself 
to every diversity of condition, is a prominent trait in her 
character. Under the vicissitudes of joy and sorrow—of sick- 
ness and health—poverty and abundance—neglect and atten- 
tion, this principle of her nature reveals itself as a sustaining 
power. Without its activity how comfortless would be her 
condition even in an enlightened life. 

“To the eye of the moralist,” says a popular writer, “ the 
character of woman, uniting such due proportions of the vir- 
tues, assumes a beauty and symmetry of the highest order 
of excellence. If the energy of her sensibilities, sometimes 
invest it with the excess of weakness, the seeming defect is 
compensated by the noble virtues to which they give rise. 
The force of her feeling imparts an earnestness to her actions; 
and impelled as she is by the principle of love and benevolence, 
her many failings lean to virtue’s side. These are errors of 
the head—not of the heart. Let her mind be elevated by in- 
telligence, and the frequency would be diminished. When 
man shall be just to her nature, then will he have less cause 
to censure; for woman will have fewer faults to deserve cen- 
sure. Her moral taste, refined and elevated by the perceptions 
of her intellect, will then present her to his view as a mani- 
festation of a superior nature; a copy worthy of its original ; 
worthy of his confidence, companionship, and love.” 

We add—worthy, too, of his imitation. Let it never be 
forgotten, by those who call themselves Christians, that the 
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moral virtues of both sexes, as prescribed by the Saviour, are 
the same. That sex which excels in goodness must be superior 
in the moral scale. We hold that as the world improves in 
its knowledge of the dignity of virtue, as truth and justice 
and disinterested benevolence come to be appreciated as the 
highest attributes of the human character, the estimate of 
woman's excellence will increase, and she will, in sober reality, 
be considered as 
* Heaven's last, best gift to man.” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS, 


A change seems coming over our correspondents—they 
write prose. We have had a larger number of articles of this 
kind for the last few weeks; and there is a small, though 
scarcely perceptible diminution in our number of poems re- 
ceived. But we regret to say, there is not much improvement 
in the quality of these communications. Of those examined 
we can accept only the following: 


Visions of Astronomy. 

To my Mother. 

The Two Trees. 

Lines on a Coral Honeysuckle. 
Female Education. 


The list of articles rejected is much longer ; but we presume 
the writers will prefer to know the fate of their applications 
as soon as possible. We decline the following: 

The Orphan—This story is too romantic, not in incident 
only, but in language. The writer has shown considerable 
talent, and need not be discouraged. 

Cornelia Preydam—A Honeymoon Sketch—Very soft. 

My Birthday—-Pretty good, but not worth publishing. 

The Widow—Dull. 

Immortality of Love—We have little fault to find with this 
poem—the measure and harmony are well preserved, the sen- 
timent is beautiful; but it wants the spirit-stirring power, it 
wants life. The writer must feel as well as observe. 

Memory—Not carefully written. 

The Graduating Class of 1840—A very good song for the 
occasion, but not suited to the ‘* Lady's Book.” 

Lines on the Death of Miss Eliza B. Hampton—We give the 
first stanza and the best. 


‘She is gone to the world of spirits bright, 
A world all spotless and pure, 
She’s gone from a world of death and of night 
Passing away at the morning's first light, 
And leaving her friends to deplore: 
Like a fleeting cloud on an April day, 


th 


She has passed away—she has passed away! 


Elegiac poetry is the favourite kind among our poetasters, 
as we judge by the number of reams sent us. It is an amiable 
feeling which seeks toembalm the memory of the dead, and 
we are always pained to reject such articles. But we could 
not, unless making our “ Book” an obituary record merely, 
insert all, were they good ; and justice compels us to say, that 
generally speaking, these death recording poems are the most 
ordinary we receive. Here is a specimen: 


“ To the Memory of A. T. S. 
** Loud swells on high the vast trisagion— 
The heavenly choir one voice numbers more : 
The angel throng greet hand in hand their sister, 
Just now escaped the net of life through which 
Erewhile so brightly glimpsed her soul, anon 


Flashing despair to ties terrestrial.” 


In a different measure, but not much superior in merit, we 
have three other poems, viz. 


To the Memory of C. 8. G. 


On the Death of a Friend. 
The Last Look. 


We would say as a friend, to the authors of these rejected 
articles, that they bave not done justice to their own talents. 
Marks of haste are too visible. Always remember to 


“ Take time for thinking, never write in haste, 
And value not yourself for writing fast ; 
A rapid poem with such fury writ, 
Shows want of judgment, not abounding wit. 
o © * * * * * * 


Whate’er you write of pleasant or sublime, 


Always let sense accompany your rhyme. 
ar 
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Scotland and the Scotch ; or, the Western Circuit. By Catha- 
rine Sinclair. 

Who does not love Scotland ?—the country of romance and 
song, the land of enthusiasm and bold deeds, the mountain 
retreat of liberty and piety!—William Wallace and Robert 
Bruce, Montrose and Argyle are the cherished heroes of every 
school girl; and every woman's heart beats quicker at the 
thought of the wrongs and sufferings of Mary Stuart. 

And then the lyre of Burns has made “ old Scotia” hallowed 
ground, her ‘*‘banks and braes,” her “ heathery hills,” and 
“hawthorn shades,” are among the sweetest visions that 
fancy brings before the mind's eye. This too, is the place 
where the genius of the “Great Magician” burns with the 
brightest lustre ; and never does the muse of Shakspeare attain 
a loftier flight than when she spreads her wings over the blue 
heights of Caledonia! But Scotland is to many a country of the 
past—we dream of the days when the bold Gaels gathered at 
the sight of the fiery cross— 


* And the land rose up at the sign of war”— 


or we sympathise with the royal adventurer, who led his de- 
voted followers to the last battle field for the Stuarts, and we 
love the loyal peasant who sheltered the princely fugitive, in 
his rude shed. 

But the Scotland of to-day is, in a great measure, unknown 
tous. Fashionable tourists and sight-seers do not often ven- 
ture north of Edinburgh, and the wild scenery of the High- 
lands, with its majestic rocks, romantic waterfalls, deep glens, 
and storied caverns, is unknown to us, except in the pages 
of the novelist or the traditions of olden time. The traveller 
into these northern regions needs some guide book to point 
out the localties of interest and the roads which lead through 
the most picturesque scenery. The book before us is intended 
to supply this want, and in a good measure it does so. 

It might truly be called “ Sketches of the Highlands at the 
present Time ; or, Letters to a Scotch Cousin. It abounds in 
anecdotes and traditions, and we often discover a vein of 
happy illustration and lively description which reminds us 
strongly of our countryman, the inimitable Washington Irving, 
of whose productions Americans may justly be proud. The 
description of the unfinished houses of Scottish proprietors 
forcibly brings to our memory, Diedrich Knickerbocker'’s New 
England Farmer. Indeed, we have ever discovered a great 
similarity between the Scotch and Yankee characters, and 
Miss Sinclair unintentionally confirms us in our belief. Her 
invective against pianos will be echoed from every village in 
our country. She says, “I called some time since at a farm 
house, built like all its cotemporaries on a scale in proportion 
to the rent. There the young “ ladies” had left their milk 
pails to practise the Swiss “ Ranz des Vaches,” and played 
“Corn Riggs” instead of cutting them; but it was an amusing 
mixture to see a piano forte standing at one end and a pile 
of carrots at the other.” Our author says, again alluding to 
the taste for larger houses than purses—“ From the moment 
any Scotch proprietor lays the foundation of a new house, he 
may consider himself a bankrupt, because he never leaves 
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himself a sufficient income to inhabit it; and he never seems 
able to stop, while a stone remains in the quarry. It is a 
national mania to overdo both our private and public buildings, 
for, as Burne says, ‘ Tis pride lays Scotland low,’ and many a 
vacant unfurnished drawing-room—many a cold, wide, ill- 
lighted staircase, and many a comfortless dining-room, that 
never saw a dinner, bears witness against the founder that he 
calculated two and two would make five. We fear this is the 
sort of arithmetic by which the fortunes of many of our spe- 
culating merchants have been estimated of late. We are 
amused with the following specimen of an English traveller, 
who complained * that he had gone up our bills merely to run 
them down again,” adding a gratuitous remark that Blenheim 
was a much larger house than Inverary, and that the Duke 
of Devonshire had considerably finer trees than any here. We 
yielded both these points with exemplary candour, and he 
then looked round the shady path, remarking, that it was a 
relief any where to lose sight of the sea as he was perfectly 
tired of looking at it! But when asked if this landscape was 
completely to his mind, he replied with characteristic humour, 
*“ The grass is perhaps rather too green.” 

Those who delight in the beautiful creations of the pen of 
Scott, and who linger with as much delight as ourselves over 
the pages of the * Heart of Mid Lothian,” will be interested 
in the castle of Inverary, the residence of the Great Duke of 
Argyle. Miss Sinclair says, “Great as the great duke 
however, in his own day, he is indebted for most of his modern 


was, 


celebrity to ‘ Jeannie Deans,’ and 


‘Argyle, the nation’s thunder born to wield, 
And shake alike the senate and the field,’ 


owes his immortality to his fictitious character, as patron of a 
poor country girl. Such is the fame giving power of genius.” 

Nearly a whole chapter is devoted to the discussion of the 
propriety of a church establishment—a topic which seems to 
us totally out of place here, and which the author has not 
made sufficiently interesting to atone for its inappropriateness. 

But though there is, occasionally, a little prosing, the work 
is really very entertaining, full of original anecdote, and vivid 
description. [f it be not destined to immortality, a fate sel- 
dom gained by the sketch-writer, it will, at least, make the 
name of Catharine Sinclair popular, for her fertile mind has 
here furnished scenes to gratify as well as enlighten her 


readers. 


Scenes from real Life. By Lucy Hooper. New York: James 
P. Giffing 

This is an American tale, and told with the earnestness 

which the purpose of doing good imparts to a warm-hearted 

It is not a test of the author's powers; she 

She will do better. But this 


We shall be 


sensitive writer. 
was only trying her strength. 
little book will make her favourably known. 
happy to meet ber again. 





The Dial, is the title of a new (a real novelty in many re- 
spects,) magazine lately published in Boston. It professes to 
be devoted to “ Literatufe, Philosophy, and Religion ;” but 
its main purpose is to set forth, advocate, and advance those 
peculiar notions of the German philosophers, characterized as 
* transcendentalism.” 

This first number has many specimens of beautiful sen- 
timent and eloquent appeal. Some of the papers, parti- 
cularly the “ Religion of Beauty,” and ‘“* Channing's Tran- 
slation of Jouffroy” are finely and vigorously written.— 
The poetry also is good—but,“ Orphic Sayings” are beyond 
sphere. We have read nothing that can compare with these 
in profundity and grandiloquence. What the meaning of many 
of these “* Sayings” 
Their author alone can understand the mystery, or, 


are, we have not the presumption even to 
guess. 
at least, those for whom he writes—for those who submerge 
old landmarks and lay waste the labours of centuries. We 
give one of these opals of wisdom, taken at random, as a spe- 
cimen. 

“That which is visible is dead; the apparent is the corpse 
The soul 
dies out of organ—the tombs cannot confine her ; she eludes 


real; and undergoes sepultures and resurrections. 


PUBLISHER'S NOTICES. 





the grasp of decay; she builds and unseals the sepulchres. 
Her bodies are fleeting, historical. Whatsoever she sees when 
awake is death; when asleep a dream.” 

There, what do you say to that rhapsody? Is it not grand 
and shadowy as Ossian ghosts? with as little of reason or 
common sense as they had of substance ? 

The Dial is edited, we understand, by Rev. R. W. Emerson 
and Miss Margaret Fuller; the gentleman’s great talents are 
well known, and highly appreciated by his friends, and the 
lady is said to possess a fine genius and cultivated taste. The 
work is handsomely got up. 


The Quiet Husband, by Miss Ellen Pickering, author of Nan 
Darrell, The Fright, &c. Carey & Hart, Philadelphia. 

Miss Pickering is taking a high stand among the novel 
writers of the day, and her most successful effort is the Quiet 
Husband. The characters are well drawn and sustained. The 
denouement was to us a little unexpected, but the interest is 
greatly heightened. 

The Monthly Miscellany of Religion and Letters, is the title 
of a very excellent magazine which is published at $3 per 
annum, by W. Crosby & Co., Boston. 





Sdited by Theodore Hook. 
Lea & Blanchard. 


Cousin Geoffrey: Philadelphia. 

Differing from the usual class of novels where a glance 
at the Dramatis Persone, at once tells you the characters 
of the various personages, who the hero will marry, &c. 
We defy any person to read the first volume of this novel, 
and tell what will be the character of the second. The revo- 
lution in the plot is almost as sudden as in Fielding’s Tom 
Jones. 


Huddy's Military Magazine seems to be growing in favour. 
It is a very beautiful work, and conducted with great ability. 
Huddy and Duval publishers, 7 Bank Alley, Philadelphia. 
$5 per annum. 





The New York Mirror continues its time-honoured course. 
It could not be in better hands than those of General Morris. 


eR 


PUBLISHER’S NOTICES, 


The plate in this number is a view of our own Fair Mount 
Water Works—and is it not superb? the splendour of the 
scene is enhanced by the beauty of the engraving. The Sep- 
tember number will contain “ Happy as a King,” from a pic- 
ture by Collins a very celebrated English painter. 

We still furnish Scott's Novels and the Lady's Book one 
year for Ten Dollars; or Lady Blessington, Miss Landon, Mas- 
ter Humphrey's Clock, by Boz; or the Pick Wick Papers and 
Lady's Book, one year, for $5. 

We would like it noticed, that in addition to the steel engra- 
ving in each number, more superb than in any other publica- 
tion, we also give a Plate of Fashions richly coloured. The lat- 
ter, of course, is intended for the ladies, and is very expensive, 
There is not a magazine in Europe or America, that gives so 
many and such beautiful embellishments, while, in most cases, 
the price of subscription is double. As for contributors, look 
There will be found names 
that would be an honour to any publication. 


at the cover of any one number. 





This 


gentleman will have made the tour of the United States and 


“ Mr. Smith” is travelling rapidly over the country. 


Canada, in less time than it has ever been accomplished by 
any other person. 


> For Description of Fashion Plate—See Cover. 
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